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PREFACE 


The  subject  selected  to  form  the  argument  of  the  following 
Poem,  is  taken  from  the  most  glorious  portion  of  the  history 
of  the  greatest  nation  on  the  face  of  the  earth ;  and  during  the 
reign  of  the  best  of  monarchs. 


In  choosing,  however,  a  suitable  theme  for  the  Muses,  I  was 
not  guided  by  judgment  alone,  but  was  principally  influenced 
by  a  sentiment,  which  I  shall  always  feel  proud  and  happy  in 
avowing  : — I  was  induced  to  select  this  subject  from  the  love 
I  bear  to  my  King  and  Country ;  a  feeling,  which  I  have  fondly 
cherished  ever  since  the  light  of  reason  and  reflection  first 
dawned  on  my  mind,  and  expanded  the  sensibilities  of  my  heart. 
Succeeding  years  haye  served  to  strengthen  this  attachment. 
And,  I  trust,  that  the  flame  of  loyalty  and  patriotism  which 
warms  my  bosom,  will  not  be  extinguished,  but  with  the 
vital  spark  that  animates  me. 

The  following  piece  of  poetry  was  the  first  essay  which  the 
Muses  made  of  their  maiden  powers,  and  is  indicative  of  the 
bent  of  their  inclination  r  it  was  written  at  an  early  period  of 
my  life,  about  the  commencement  of  the  war  with  France,  im¬ 
mediately  after  the  revolution  ;  it  was  produced  on  the  eve  of 
a  contest  which  continued  to  agitate  the  world  for  about  a 
quarter  of  a  century. 
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LINES  ADDRESSED  TO  GREAT  BRITAIN. 

Hail,  happy  Island !  Heaven’s  peculiar  care ! 

From  every  conflict  shalt  thou  rise  more  fair  > 

Uninjur’d  still  shalt  thou  superior  rise. 

And  the  vain  efforts  of  thy  foes  despise. 

Like  the  foundation  of  the  solid  rock, 

That  stands  unmoved  to  each  tremendous  shock 
Tho’  all  around  thee  furious  storms  maintain 
A  vengeful  war,  yet  rage  they  shall  in  vain ; 

Firm  and  secure  th’  unconquer’d  rock  defies 
The  rage  of  storms,  and  thunders  of  the  skies. 

These  lines  have  proved  prophetic,  their  purport  has  been 
fully  accomplished.  It  has  pleased  the  Lord  of  Hosts  to  bless 
Great  Britain  with  an  uninterrupted  series  of  the  most  brilliant 
and  important  victories  by  sea  and  land.  The  great  Disposer 
of  events  has  graciously  been  pleased  to  crown  Britannia  with 
success,  and  has  placed  heron  the  envied  summit  of  glory. 

While  Great  Britain  remains  true  to  herself,  she  may,  by 
the  blessing  of  Providence,  defy  the  hostility  of  the  world 
combined.  When  the  victorious  career  of  Alexander  the 
Great  was  checked  by  the  ocean,  he  is  said  to  have  wept  at 
there  being  no  more  worlds  left  for  him  to  conquer.  Doubtless 
the  spirit  of  the  great  and  ambitious  Napoleon  was  often 
grieved  within  him,  in  contemplating  this  unwelcome  truth, 
that  Great  Britain  was  an  insurmountable  obstacle  to  his 
obtaining  universal  dominion. 
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About  the  year  1796 — 7, 1  wrote  the  followin 

THE  TIMES, 

Addressed  to  Great  Britain. 

O  Thou  !  who  art  by  ruling  Heaven  design’d 
To  be  the  faithful  guardian  of  mankind 
While  balanc’d  powers  in  harmony  remain, 

And  nations  equipois’d  their  weight  retain. 

These  happy  scenes  thy  pleased  attention  claim. 

And  kindred  states  exalt  thy  gentle  name. 
Applauding  nations  thy  forbearance  own. 

Mild  o’er  the  earth  has  British  splendour  shone  5 
But  sterner  virtues  dang’rous  time  requires, 

A  dauntless  mind,  and  all  the  martial  fires. 

Thus,  on  the  main,  when  gentle  Zephyrs  play. 

And  yon  bright  orb  emits  his  cheering  ray. 

With  heart  enliven’d,  and  with  mind  serene, 

The  joyful  sailors  hail  the  lovely  scene: 

But  when  the  dark’ning  clouds  all  heaven  deform, 
And,  wing’d  with  fury,  howls  the  midnight  storm 
When  forked  lightnings  dart  athwart  the  gloom. 

And  threat  the  seamen  with  an  instant  doom 
Conflicting  elements  in  war  engage, 

And  lash  the  vessel  with  a  ten-fold  rage ; 

Superior  to  the  storm,  the  Pilot’s  mind 
Scorns  all  the  fury  of  the  sea  and  wind ; 

Rous’d  by  the  blast,  he  finds  resources  still. 

And  snides  the  bark  with  all  his  matchless  skill. 

o 

Hark!  from  Columbia’s  shores  Discordia  cries. 

And  lo !  from  neighbouring  regions  storms  arise  ; 
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Resistless  moves  the  dreadful  Gallic  power, 

And  trembling  Europe  rues  the  fatal  hour, 

When  Phcenix-like  it  rear’d  it’s  horrid  head. 

Among  the  ruins  of  it’s  country  bred  j 
Debasing  slavery  sounds  the  woeful  blast. 

And  the  horizon  is  with  gloom  o’ercast. 

Rouse,  Britons !  rouse;  Oh  snatch  th’  avenging  steel. 

And  make  the  world’s  great  foe  your  prowess  feel. 

Your  King  and  Country  call  on  you  for  aid, 

With  reverence  be  the  filial  duty  paid. 

See  prostrate  Nations  your  protection  claim. 

And  know  no  safety  but  the  British  name. 

To  suffering  man,  Britannia!  succour  lend. 

And  be  the  world’s  defender,  shield,  and  friend. 

» 

The  following  extract  from  the  speech  of  Sir  WlLLTAM 
BURROUGHS,  in  the  Patriotic  Meeting  at  Calcutta,  in  the  year 
1798,  gives  a  lively  description  of  the  times. 

"  The  real  views  of  the  French,  had  been  made  apparent  to  all 
the  world  by  the  negociations  at  Lisle.  Since  that  memorable 
transaction,  indeed,  no  reasonable  man  appears  to  have  entertain¬ 
ed  a  moment’s  doubt  as  to  the  objects  of  the  enemy.  There  our 
enemies  have  been  put  to  a  final  and  decisive  test :  and  no  man 
now  could  doubt,  that  nothing  short  of  the  destruction  of  our  trade, 
and  of  that  free  and  happy  constitution  which  has  made  Great  Bri¬ 
tain  the  first  empire  upon  earth,  could  satisfy  their  rancorous  envy 
and  confirmed  hatred.  There  by  the  candour,  coolness,  and  ability 
of  the  British  Minister,  the  mask  had  been  completely  removed 
from  the  real  tyrants  and  pretended  philosophers  of  France,  who. 
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covered  with  the  ruin,  and  drenched  in  the  blood  of  their  unhap¬ 
py  country,  and  at  the  very  time  of  their  pouring  out  their  perfidious 
professions  of  peace  and  moderation  towards  all  the  world,  were 
meditating  schemes  of  the  most  unbounded  ambition,  and  forging 
chains  for  all  the  nations  that  surrounded  them.  This  had  become 
so  plain  and  clear  at  Lisle,  that  the  enemy  no  longer  attempted 
to  dissemble  or  deceive ;  but  now  hoped,  by  menace  and  alarm,  to 
terrify  those  whom  they  could  not  overreach.  They  had  deter¬ 
mined,  if  we  were  to  believe  their  declaration,  to  invade  Great 
Britain  from  many  different  parts  of  their  extended  coast ;  and  are 
even  said  to  have  marched  armies,  assembled  generals,  constructed 
most  extraordinary  and  unheard-of  rafts,  to  make  good  their  pas¬ 
sage  5  and  have  carried  their  insolence  so  far  as  to  propose  loans 
on  the  credit  of  anticipated  spoil  and  plunder  in  England,  which 
they  allowed  to  be  the  richest  country  upon  earth.  Preparations 
*o  repel  them,  they  knew,  must  be  made 5  and  they  vainly  hoped, 
that  her  numerous  taxes  and  heavy  debts  would  incapacitate  Great 
Britain  from  the  expense  of  much  greater  efforts.  By  their  mere 
threats,  therefore,  they  conceived,  they  could  wage  successful  war 
on  our  finances.  They  hoped  to  alarm  and  divide  the  people,  to 
injure  our  public  credit,  and  oblige  us  to  submit  to  the  destructive 
terms,  they  had  at  Lisle  the  insolence  to  demand. — Happily,  how¬ 
ever,  instead  of  dividing,  they  had  united  the  people ;  instead  of 
lowering,  they  had  raised  the  public  credit :  and  they  had  at  length 
roused  the  genuine  spirit  of  the  British  character  to  resent  and  chas¬ 
tise  their  insolence.  In  Great  Britain  were  seen  such  astonishing 
proofs  of  power  and  resources  as  the  world  could  scarce  credit,  and 
every  heart  and  hand  were  united  in  the  common  cause.  The 
clergy  and  the  laity,  the  nobility  and  the  commonalty,  the  rich  and 
the  poor,  the  old  and  the  young ;  all  classes,  ranks,  and  descrip- 
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tion  of  our  fellow  subjects,  without  distinction  of  age  or  sex,  had 
come  forward  with  a  zeal  which  may  be  felt,  but  cannot  be  de¬ 
scribed  5  they  had  sacrificed  large  portions  of  their  private  fortunes 
for  the  service  of  the  State.  By  their  truly  noble  conduct  they  had 
shown  the  world  the  advantages  of  our  glorious  constitution,  which 
can  alone  account  for  the  power  and  pre-eminence  of  England, 
and  has  enabled  her  to  stand  the  bulwark  of  the  whole  civilized 
world,  the  envy  of  all  her  enemies,  and  the  admiration  of  all  the 
other  nations  of  the  earth.” 

While  such  loyalty  and  patriotism  were  displayed  by  our 
fellow  subjects  in  the  parent  State,  the  inhabitants  of  India 
were  animated  with  the  same  ardent  spirit  of  zeal  and  devo¬ 
tion.  The  Sister  Presidencies  of  CALCUTTA,  MADRAS,  and 
Bombay,  nobly  vied  with  each  other  in  evincing  their  attach¬ 
ment  to  our  most  gracious  Sovereign,  and  love  to  our  exalted 
country  ;  as  pourtrayed  in  the  following  Addresses  sent  home 
to  his  Majesty. 


TO  THE  KING’S  MOST  EXCELLENT  MAJESTY, 

The  most  humble  and  dutiful  Address  of  the  British  Inhabitants  of  Cal¬ 
cutta ,  at  a  public  Meeting  convened  by  the  Sheriff. 

Most  Gracious  Sovereign, 

We  your  Majesty’s  most  dutiful  and  loyal  subjects,  the  British  In¬ 
habitants  of  Calcutta,  being  deeply  sensible  (however  distantly  re- 
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moved  from  the  seat  of  Empire)  of  the  numerous  blessings  we  en¬ 
joy  under  our  present  free  and  happy  Constitution,  feel  an  irresis¬ 
tible  impulse,  at  this  important  crisis,  when  the  internal  peace 
and  happiness  of  your  Majesty’s  kingdoms  are  threatened  by  a  des¬ 
perate  and  implacable  enemy,  to  offer  at  the  foot  of  the  throne  our 
most  ardent  professions  of  attachment  to  your  Majesty’s  royal  per¬ 
son,  the  rights  of  your  illustrious  house,  and  the  honor  and  inte¬ 
rests  of  the  British  crown. 


To  your  Majesty,  as  the  hereditary  guardian  of  that  constitution, 
which  has  so  long  continued  the  admiration  and  the  envy  of  the  whole 
civilized  world,  we  owe  the  strongest  declarations  of  our  determin¬ 
ed  resolution  to  support  with  our  lives  and  fortunes,  your  Majesty’s 
Government  against  the  machinations  and  attacks  of  an  ambitious 
and  inveterate  enemy,  the  common  disturbers  of  all  settled  states,  the 
foes  to  all  religion,  morals,  order,  and  genuine  freedom  5  who,  per¬ 
verting  the  sacred  name  of  liberty,  have  established  the  most  awful 
system  of  usurpation  and  tyranny  through  some  of  the  fairest 
regions  of  the  globe. 


On  the  wisdom  of  your  Majesty’s  councils,  on  the  patriotism  and 
loyalty  of  all  orders  of  your  Majesty’s  subjects,  on  the  known  brave¬ 
ry  of  your  armies,  on  the  distinguished  valour  of  your  Majesty’s 
fleets,  (whose  recent  victories  have  even  surpassed  in  splendour  the 
former  glorious  achievements  of  the  British  navy,)  under  Divine  Pro¬ 
vidence, we  confidently  rely,  for  the  ultimate  confusion  and  disgrace 
of  all  your  Majesty’s  enemies,  and  for  such  continued  triumphs  of 
the  British  arms,  as  shall  enable  your  Majesty  to  purchase  for  your 
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people  (the  evident  and  anxious  wish  of  your  heart)  a  lasting,  safe, 
and  honourable  peace. 

To  the  great  Disposer  of  events,  we  offer  our  humble  supplication, 
that  it  may  please  the  Divine  goodness  to  prolong  to  a  very  distant 
period  your  Majesty’s  invaluable  life ;  and  that  your  Majesty’s 
posterity,  following  the  virtuous  example  of  your  Majesty,  may 
continue  to  the  remotest  ages  to  protect,  with  the  British  sceptre, 
our  free  and  happy  Constitution. 


TO  THE  KING’S  MOST  EXCELLENT  MAJESTY, 

I 

The  humble  and  dutiful  Address  of  the  British  Subjects,  at  Madras  and 

its  Dependencies . 

Most  Gracious  Sovereign, 

At  the  moment  of  conveying  to  our  country  a  pledge4  of  our  af¬ 
fection,  we,  your  Majesty’s  most  dutiful  and  loyal  subjects,  impressed 
with  the  most  respectful  and  cordial  sentiments  of  loyalty  and  at¬ 
tachment  to  your  royal  person,  which  no  distance  can  impair,  no 
absence  diminish,  beg  permission  to  approach  your  Majesty,  as  the 
august  head  of  that  Constitution  which  binds  our  hearts  and  inter¬ 
ests  by  indissoluble  ties  to  our  native  country, 

Looking  to  that  invaluable  Constitution  for  the  best  protection 
of  individual  security,  civil  liberty,  and  rational  freedom,  we  cannot 

*  Contributions,  for  the  support  of  the  War,  were  sent  home  from  all  the 
three  Presidencies. 
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but  feel  an  earnest  interest  in  the  exertions  which  have  been  made, 
to  defeat  the  attempts  of  our  inveterate  enemies :  against  such  ene¬ 
mies,  and  the  ruinous  principles  they  propagate,  we  beg  leave  to 
assure  your  Majesty,  that  we  are  ready  with  our  lives  and  fortunes 
to  support  your  Majesty’s  Crown,  and  the  Constitution  of  our  coun¬ 
try  $  and  we  implore  Divine  Providence  to  continue  that  influence 
over  your  Majesty’s  Person,  Councils,  and  Arms,  which  has  hitherto 
enabled  your  Majesty  to  contend  with  success  against  the  efforts  of 
our  enemies ,  to  the  end  that  your  Majesty  may  obtain  for  your 
people,  a  safe,  honourable,  and  lasting  peace. 


TO  THE  KING’S  MOST  EXCELLENT  MAJESTY. 

Most  Gracious  Sovereign, 

We  your  Majesty’s  most  faithful  subjects,  the  British  Inhabitants 
of  Bombay  and  its  dependencies,  animated  by  an  ardent  zeal  for 
our  country,  which  we  trust  will  ever  be  the  distinguishing  charac¬ 
teristic  of  Britons,  have  exerted  our  best  endeavours,  by  a  general 
contribution,  for  supporting  the  present  just  and  necessary  war  in 
which  we  are  engaged,  in  opposition  to  an  unprovoked  combination 
of  your  Majesty’s  enemies.  Reflecting  with  equal  pride  and  gratitude 
on  the  blessings  we  derive  from  a  Constitution  which  has  elevated 
the  national  character  through  ages,  and  by  the  security  it  affords 
to  liberty  and  property,  has  roused  and  maintained  a  spirit  of  com¬ 
mercial  adventure,  equally  productive  of  public  wealth,  and  indivi¬ 
dual  prosperity,  it  becomes  our  duty,  as  well  as  our  earnest  incli¬ 
nation,  to  unite  for  its  protection.  Of  this  invaluable  system,  we 
regard  your  Majesty  as  the  faithful  guardian,  and  as  further  endear¬ 
ed  to  us  by  those  amiable  personal  virtues  which  are  the  peculiar 
ornaments  of  your  character. 
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We  feel  particular  pleasure  at  this  period  in  congratulating  your 
Majesty  on  the  late  success  of  your  naval  arms  in  the  Mediterranean 
under  Admiral  Nelson,  against  an  inveterate  and  usurping  foe,  whose 
hostility  is  directed  to  the  destruction  of  every  tie  that  can  bind 
society  in  good  order  and  government  j  a  victory,  which,  while  it 
has  eminently  displayed  the  wisdom  and  vigilance  of  your  Majes¬ 
ty’s  Councils,  in  the  means  of  its  attainment,  and  the  bravery  and 
good  conduct  of  your  Officers  in  its  accomplishment,  has  averted 
from  your  subjects  in  this  remote  situation  an  intended  blow,  which 
threatened  their  existence. 

While  we  express  to  your  Majesty  the  exertions  of  your  British 
Subjects  here,  in  the  public  cause,  it  is  with  much  additional  satis¬ 
faction,  that  we  fulfil  a  duty  incumbent  upon  us,  in  conveying  to 
you  the  unsolicited  concurrence  we  have  experienced  in  the  Natives 
of  this  island,  through  their  different  casts,  and  the  aid  they  have 
afforded  on  the  present  occasion  $  effects,  which  can  only  be  ascrib¬ 
ed  to  the  benign  influence  of  your  Majesty’s  Government,  in  the 
support  and  protection  of  all  to  whom  it  is  extended. 

With  the  most  fervent  wishes  for  the  long  continuance  of  your 
Majesty’s  reign,  with  increase  of  glory  and  prosperity,  and  the 
enjoyment  of  your  domestic  felicity,  we  have  the  honor  of  sub¬ 
scribing  ourselves,  with  the  warmest  sentiments  of  veneration  and 
gratitude. 

May  it  please  your  Majesty, 

Your  Majesty’s  obedient 

and  faithful  Subjects. 
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These  valuable  documents,  are  indeed,  worthy  of  being  pre¬ 
served.  They  form,  collectively,  a  just  picture  of  the  peri¬ 
lous  times,  now  happily  gone  by,  which  called  forth  into  ac¬ 
tion,  British  zeal,  devotedness,  loyalty,  patriotism,  and  un¬ 
daunted  fortitude.  The  display  of  these  noble  virtues  by  the 
nation,  during  a  long  and  arduous  struggle,  will  serve  as  an 
example  to  succeeding  generations  of  Britons,  worthy  their 
imitation  in  every  crisis  at  which  our  glorious  Constitution  is 
assailed  by  ambitious  and  implacable  enemies. 

When  I  think  of  the  hurricane  that  lately  swept  the  world, 
in  which  Great  Britain  “  stood  firm  and  unshaken  amidst  the 
general  wreck  of  mighty  kingdoms:’’ — when  I  contemplate 
the  glorious  scene  displayed  in  the  British  Empire,  where 
“  every  heart  and  hand  were  united  in  the  common  cause 
where  “  the  clergy  and  the  laity,  the  nobility  and  the  common¬ 
alty,  the  rich  and  the  poor,  the  old  and  the  young,  all  classes, 
ranks,  and  description  of  our  fellow-subjects,”  forming  as  it 

i 

were  but  one  family,  had  surrounded  (either  personally  or  by 
loyal  and  dutiful  Addresses)  the  throne  of  George  the 
Third,  as  the  Father  and  august  Head  of  the  family,  with 
sincere  and  ardent  offers  of  support,  and  with  the  declaration 
of  their  resolution  to  defend,  with  their  lives  and  fortunes,  the 
King  and  Constitution,  in  the  most  awful  period  of  the 
world : — and,  when  I  consider  the  series  of  brilliant  and  im¬ 
portant  Victories  vouchsafed  to  Great  Britain,  which  com¬ 
menced  on  the  1st  of  June  1794,  and  was  consummated  on  the 
plains  of  Waterloo  in  1815;!  cannot  help  exclaiming,  in  the 
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words  which  were  addressed  to  Israel  of  old;  “  Happy 
art  thou,  O  BRITAIN !  who  is  like  unto  thee,  O  PEOPLE  !  saved 
by  the  Lord,  who  is  the  shield  of  thy  help,  and  the  sword 
of  thy  excellency  ?”  The  pious  and  learned  BUCHANAN, 
in  his  sermon  on  the  British  Jubilee,  has  justly  said, 
“The  government  of  Israel  was  a  theocracy.  God  was  their 
King;  and  he  sometimes  interposed  visibly  in  their  behalf, 
and  fought  for  them  from  heaven.  But  surely,  if  we  admit 
the  existence  of  a  superintending  Providence  at  all,  we  must 
believe  that  the  divine  interposition  hath  been  exercised  in 
favour  of  this  country.  What  Statesman,  fifty  years  ago, 
would  have  believed  that  this  nation  ever  could  be  what  she 
now  is,  execute  what  she  has  executed,  or  endure  what  she 
has  endured  ?  Surrounded  by  the  flames  of  war  for  a  series 
of  years,  she  remains  to  this  hour  unhurt,  untouched  on  her 
own  shores  !  It  is  commonly  said,  that  the  most  extraordi¬ 
nary  event,  in  the  annals  of  the  world,  is  the  revolution  of 
France,  and  its  suddenly-acquired  dominion.  But  there  is 
another  event,  which  is,  perhaps,  no  less  remarkable  ;  and  that 
is,  the  DEFENCE  made  by  Great  Britain  against  that  power.” 

In  the  following  Poem,  the  Muses  have  culled  the  fairest 
flowers*  from  the  Hesperian  Gardens  of  Nature  and  Revela¬ 
tion,  and  have  entwined  them  into  wreaths  to  adorn  BRITAN¬ 
NIA  ;  and  they  have  placed  in  her  bosom  the  Rose  of  Sharon, 
as  an  emblem  of  her  tender  care  and  maternal  solicitude  for 

*  Similes  drawn  from  Nature  and  Holy  Writ,  to  illustrate  and 
adorn  “  The  happy  State  of  Great  Britain/’ 
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the  welfare  of  the  Church  of  Christ.  May  it  flourish  there 
with  undecaying  bloom  and  undiminished  fragrance,  till  time 
shall  be  no  more. 

In  this  Poem,  the  Muses  have  endeavoured  to  do  honour  to 
their  God,  to  their  King,  and  to  their  Country.  They  hum¬ 
bly  trust,  that  the  imperfections  of  the  Lay  will  be  viewed 
with  indulgence  by  a  liberal  BRITISH  Public,  whose  generous 
feelings  have  never  yet  been  implored,  in  vain. 

I  feel  peculiar  satisfaction  in  inserting  here  an  extract  of 
a  Letter  from  my  late  Brother  at  Madras ;  as  it  serves 
to  do  justice  to  the  merits  of  a  truly  great  and  exalted 
character. 

“  Lord  Minto,  who  came  round  to  Madras  as  an  Angel 
of  Peace,  has,  by  his  wise  and  conciliatory  measures,  restor¬ 
ed  tranquillity  to  this  Presidency.  This  benevolent  nobleman 
has  not  only  condescended  to  accept  my  Dedication  of  the 
Oriental  Obituary,  but  has  kindly  encouraged*  the  Work 
by  subscribing  to  twelve  copies  of  it.” 

*  These  are  the  glorious  conquests,  which  shall  raise 
An  undecaying  monument  of  praise. 

Nor  these  alone ;  amid  the  scenes  of  war, 

Genius  and  Science  feel  his  fostering  care . 

Atkinson’s  Monody  on  the  Death  of  the  Earl  of  Minto. 
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TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  GILBERT  LORD  MINTO, 

Governor  General,  fyc.  fyc.  fyc. 

This  attempt,  to  perpetuate  the  memory  of  those  of  his  Majesty’s 
loyal  and  dutiful  subjects,  who  have  nobly  sacrificed  their  lives 
in  the  cause  of  their  King  and  Country,  in  India,  is. 

With  the  greatest  deference. 

Dedicated, 

By  His  Lordship’s 

Most  obedient  and  devoted 
Humble  Servant, 

W.  URQUHART. 

Madras,  Dec.  15,  1809. 


TO  THE  PUBLIC. 

The  First  Volume  of  the  Oriental  Obituary  is,  with  mixed  sensa¬ 
tions  of  regret  and  exultation,  presented  to  the  Public :  sorrow,  for  the 
loss  of  our  Friends  and  Relations,  whose  memory  must  be  ever  dear  to 
us  ;  whilst  patriotic  fervour  must  exult  in  the  bosom  of  every  Briton 
to  behold  the  names  of  those  Persons  again  revived,  by  whose  perso¬ 
nal  valour,  loyalty,  and  zeal,  British  India  has  been  raised  to  her 
present  exalted  station  among  the  surrounding  Nations  of  Asia; — 
it  therefore  becomes  our  grateful  duty,  to  record  the  Virtues  of 
Departed  Worth,  as,  by  the  noble  sacrifice  of  their  lives,  they  have 
insured  to  us  the  blessings  which  we  now  enjoy,  and  which,  with 
due  respect,  we  hand  down  to  tire  admiration  of  Posterity. 

December  \bth,  1809. 
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I  trust,  I  may  be  excused  for  adding,  that  my  late  Brother 
William  was  animated  by  an  ardent  spirit  of  loyalty  and  pa¬ 
triotism  ;  which  is  sufficiently  obvious  from  the  tenor  of  the 
above  Dedication  and  Address. 

I  cannot  sufficiently  express  my  gratitude  for  the  conde¬ 
scension  with  which  the  late  lamented  Earl  ofMinto  overlooked 
the  defects  of  my  early  effusions,  and  accepted  the  dedication 
of  a  volume  of  Poems  in  the  year  1812.  If  the  following 
Poem  has  any  merit,  it  may  justly  be  ascribed  to  the  encou¬ 
ragement  which  my  early  Productions  received  from  that 
exalted  Personage. 

As  tender  plants  that  claim  the  fostering  care. 

If  kindly  cherished,  rise  extremely  fair  3 
Repay  the  labours  of  the  rearing  hand. 

And  spread  their  leafy  honours  o’er  the  land: 

Thus,  reared  by  Minto’s  kind  and  gentle  hand, 

The  opening  powers  of  Poesy  expand  3 
Cheered  by  his  smiles,  the  Muses  wake  the  lyre 
To  loftier  strains — to  heights  sublime  aspire. 

JOHN  URQUHART. 


Calcutta,  12th  August,  1829. 
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i. 

Britannia  !  raise  thy  joyful  eyes. 

With  gratitude  to  favouring  skies 
-Behold  thy  happy  fate ; 

Th*  Almighty  deigns  to  honour  thee 
With  mercy,  love,  and  sovereignty, 

A  high  and  envied  state. 

II. 

The  first  of  wants  a  nation  knows. 

The  choicest  gift  which  God  bestows, 
Britain!  to  thee  is  given; 

A  truly  good  and  pious  King, 

From  whom  all  blessings  largely  spring. 
Ordained  by  gracious  Heaven. 

b 
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III. 

In  British  hearts  he  mildly  reigns, 

And  in  return  he  justly  gains 
Their  filial  care  and  love  : 
Protection  beaming  from  the  throne. 
Affection  by  the  subjects  shown. 

The  bonds  of  union  prove. 

IV. 

Thus,  in  the  heavens,  the  King  of  Day 
Wide  o’er  the  System  sheds  his  ray, 
v  Imparting  light  and  heat ; 

Attracted  by  parental  love 

The  Planets,  Moons,  and  Comets  move. 

Their  various  paths  complete. 

$ 

V. 

And  as  the  Sun  in  radiance  bright 
Superior  reigns,  ’midst  beams  of  light. 
Majestic  and  alone ; 

Concentric  moving  round  their  King, 

The  Planets  form  the  mystic  ring. 

And  guard  their  Monarch’s  throne. 
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VI. 

Thus,  like  yon  Orb,  great  George  displays 

His  sceptre’s  pure,  refulgent  rays, 

F rom  dazzling  regal  state ; 

While  Loyalty’s  translucent  zone 

Surrounding  guards  the  Monarch’s  throne, 
A  Monarch  truly  great ! 

VII. 

Oh  may,  Great  King  !  thy  throne  endure 

As  yon  bright  Solar  System  sure. 

Till  Time  shall  cease  to  roll ; 

And  may  Britannia’s  Sceptre  shine. 

With  added  lustre  in  thy  line, 

’Neath  Brunswick’s  mild  control. 

VIII. 

As  some  fair  Statue  that  displays 

Just  symmetry,  and  strength,  and  grace, 

A  masterpiece  of  art; 

Thus  in  the  Charter  interests  join, 

\ 

Though  various,  yet  they  all  combine. 
Harmonious  every  part. 

b  2 
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IX. 

A  Constitution  that  unites 
The  Monarch's  with  the  Subjects’  rights, 
Britannia  !  is  thy  boast ; 

The  nations  of  the  earth  all  praise 
A  structure  which  they  cannot  raise. 

And  are  in  wonder  lost. 

X. 

But  say  who  was  the  wondrous  man 
That  first  conceived  the  mighty  plan. 

And  form'd  the  grand  design  ? 

Seek  not  among  the  sons  of  earth, 

No  human  wisdom  gave  it  birth. 

It  proves  the  hand  Divine  ! 

XL 

Fair  Commerce  spreads  her  winged  sail, 
And  hourly,  with  each  rising  gale. 

To  thee  her  wealth  conveys ; 
Unwearied  wafts  her  various  store. 

The  produce  of  each  circling  shore. 

To  thee  her  tribute  pays. 
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Her  sister  Plenty  pours  her  store 
Till  thy  full  lap  can  hold  no  more. 

Yet  still  her  horn  o’erflows ; 

Her  balmy  oil,  her  corn,  and  wine. 

Her  every  precious  gift  is  thine. 

Her  gift  no  measure  knows. 

XIII. 

Thy  thunders  sweep  the  boundless  seas ; 
The  boldest  of  thine  enemies 

A  hostile  sail  scarce  spreads ; 

The  Naval  strife  thy  foes  all  shun. 

To  sheltering  havens  anxious  run. 

To  hide  their  vanquished  heads. 

XIV. 

Thy  banners  floating  in  the  wind. 

Wave  fearless  to  a  world  combined. 

All  hostile  leagues  defy ; 

With  humble  hope  thou  look'st  to  God, 
Who  does  his  aid  in  need  afford. 

With  strength  thy  arm  supply. 
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XV. 

Where’er  the  heaving  billows  roll. 

From  sea  to  sea,  from  pole  to  pole. 
Extends  thy  mighty  reign ; 

Thy  Trident  rules  the  vassal  deep. 

Thy  dauntless  sons  dominion  keep 
Wide  o’er  the  azure  main. 

XVI. 

And  as  thou  rul’st  the  subject  main. 

So  may  thy  Flags  o’er  every  plain 
Be  gloriously  unfurl’d ; 

Progressive  may  thy  power  increase. 

And  shed  its  blessing,  joy  and  peace. 
Throughout  a  happy  world. 

XVII. 

When  by  th’  o’erpowering  tempest’s  force 
The  baffled  Ship  foregoes  her  course. 

And  drifts  on  leeward  coast ; 
Devouring  breakers  dreadful  rise. 

Soon,  soon  the  wreck  to  shivers  flies. 

The  gallant  crew  is  lost. 


(  7  ) 


XVIII. 

Auspicious  reign !  *Midst  tempest’s  roar 
Though  yon  torn  bark  strike  on  the  shores 
Death  hover  o’er  his  prey ; 

See  Greathead  on  the  angry  deep 
In  his  Life-Boat  the  surges  sweep* 

And  snatch  the  crew  away. 

XIX. 

Thus*  if  an  eagle  from  on  high 
See  on  the  ground  her  offspring  lie, 
Whom  crowds  of  men  survey ; 
Fearless  she  darts  amongst  the  throng* 
And  in  her  talons  bears  her  young 
From  danger  far  away. 

XX. 

Oft*  Britain  !  when  thy  Laws  ordain 
Some  trembling  Convict  to  be  slain* 

And  Judgment  claims  his  death ; 
Thus  from  the  throne  swift  Mercy  flies* 
Robs  Judgment  of  her  sacrifice* 

And  saves  the  Forfeit-Breath, 
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XXI. 

Thus,  from  the  starry  realms  above 
The  Saviour  flew  on  wings  of  love. 

To  save  the  human  race  ; 

Amazing  love !  the  Son  of  God 
For  man  forsook  his  blest  abode. 

And  crowned  him  with  his  grace. 

XXII. 

From  this  blest  theme,  O  Muses  !  turn. 
With  pitying  Seraphs  join  to  mourn 
Fell  Ruin’s  rapid  pace; 

See  ruthless  W  arfare  spreads  around 
Destruction  o’er  th’  ensanguined  ground 
And  thins  the  human  race. 

XXIII. 

O  gracious  Heaven  !  some  good  bestow. 
To  counterpoise  this  weight  of  woe. 
Desponding  Man  to  cheer  ; 

Some  avenue  of  Death  to  close. 

His  desolation  to  oppose. 

And  check  his  swift  career. 
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From  scenes  of  sorrow  mingled  rise 
The  Widows*  groans,  and  Orphans*  cries. 
Heaven  the  appeal  does  own ; 

The  Father  of  the  Fatherless 
Attendant  Spirits  deigned  t*  address, 

Who  serve  around  his  throne, 

XXV. 

<c  To  Britain’s  favoured  isle  repair. 

There  pious  Jenner  breathes  the  air. 

Bid  him  perform  my  will ; 

In  sunder  rend  Death’s  keenest  dart. 

New  principle  to  Life  impart. 

And  balmy  health  instil.** 

XXVI. 

The  gracious  message  swift  to  bear. 

With  shouts  of  joy,  through  ambient  air,. 

Benignant  Angels  fly ; 

With  reverence  meek  the  good  man  hears 
Soft  thrilling  through  his  raptured  ears. 
The  mandate  from  the  sky. 

c 
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His  hand  the  antidote  supplies. 

The  dreadful  Pest  before  him  flies. 
Unwilling  quits  her  prey  : 

Thus  Moses  raised  his  potent  wand. 

And  Plagues,  that  ravaged  Egypt’s  land. 
Affrighted  fled  away. 

XXVIII. 

Thus  Aaron  on  th’  infected  plain, 
Between  the  living  and  the  slain. 
Offended  Heaven  invoked ; 
Destroying  Angels’  swords  were  staid. 
And  all  the  dreadful  Plagues  were  laid. 
While  grateful  incense  smoked. 

XXIX. 

May  rescued  Man  again  resume 
Primeval  strength,  and  heavenly  bloom. 
With  peace  and  length  of  days; 
May  Nature,  decked  in  charms  divine. 
With  renovated  vigour  shine. 

To  her  great  Maker’s  praise ! 
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XXX. 

See  anxious  Parents  throng  around 
The  British  Sage,  with  whom  is  found 
The  heaven-instructed  skill ; 

He  takes  their  Children  in  his  arms. 
Secures  their  lives  from  future  harms. 
Defends  from  dreaded  ill. 

XXXI, 

Thus,  throng’d  around,  the  Saviour  stood 
On  earth,  dispensing  every  good. 

That  Mercy  could  bestow ; 

Disease  and  Pain  before  him  fled. 

His  voice  awoke  the  slumbering  dead. 
And  soothed  the  pangs  of  woe. 

XXXII. 

His  arms  divine  sweet  Babes  caress’d, 
His  holy  lips  good-will  express’d. 

With  love  benignly  smiled  ; 

His  gracious  hands  propitious  spread, 
Bestowing  blessings  on  the  head 
Of  each  delighted  Child. 

c  2 
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XXXIII. 

Great  Monarch  !  o’er  thy  vast  domain 
The  blessings  of  Religion  reign. 

And  shed  their  genial  ray  ; 

Thy  care  parental  does  provide 
The  Bible, — that  celestial  guide 
To  heaven’s  eternal  day. 

XXXIV. 

Thy  subjects,  by  thy  virtues  fired. 

To  more  exalted  acts  aspired. 

And  richer  grew  in  grace ; 

Britons  thy  sainted  visage  saw. 

And  struck  with  reverence,  love,  and  awe. 
Caught  fervour  from  thy  face. 

XXXV. 

✓ 

The  Leader  of  the  Chosen  Race, 

With  glory  beaming  o’er  his  face. 

Thus  left  the  holy  hill ; 

To  Piety  such  splendour’s  given, 

She  holds  communion  oft  with  Heaven  ; 
Her  bosom  graces  fill. 
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XXXVI. 

The  Rich,  by  thy  devotion  moved. 
Religion’s  consolation  loved. 

And  prized  the  bliss  of  Heaven  ; 

The  Poor  received  the  Book  Divine, 
Where  all  Redemption’s  wonders  shine. 

By  thy  Compassion  given. 

XXXVII. 

Oh  come,  ye  youthful  British  Poor, 
Receive  the  Gospel’s  sacred  store, 

Y our  own  inheritance ; 

Oh  may  its  truths  your  hearts  engage. 

Oft  ponder  o'er  the  sacred  page. 

Draw  happiness  from  hence. 

XXXVIII. 

Afric,  rejoice  !  thy  sons  no  more. 

Reluctant  torn  from  natal  shore. 

In  bondage  hard  shall  mourn ; 

Great  George  the  good  has  set  them  free. 
His  laws  ensure  them  liberty : 

Vouchsafe  a  glad  return* 
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XXXIX. 

Afric,  rejoice !  Oppression’s  hands 
No  more  shall  bind  her  cruel  bands. 

On  thy  loved  Offspring  dear ; 
Britain  her  generous  arm  extends. 
Their  galling  yoke  in  sunder  rends. 

And  wipes  Affliction’s  tear. 

XL. 

Afric,  rejoice !  On  sea-girt  shore 
No  more  shalt  thou  thy  sons  deplore, 
Detained  in  slavery ; 

See,  see  yon  barks  approaching  near. 
All  laden  with  thy  Children  dear. 
Restored  to  peace  and  thee. 

__  t 

XLI. 

Afric,  rejoice!  With  fond  embrace 
Clasp  to  thy  heart  thy  injured  race. 
Relieved  from  fears  and  pains ; 
With  grateful  voice  thy  thanks  express. 
Great  George’s  name  for  ever  bless. 
Who  burst  their  galling  chains. 
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XLII. 

Afric,  rejoice !  The  treacherous  art 
That  oft  ensnared  th'  unwary  heart. 

O'er  all  thy  coasts  shall  cease ; 
Unfeeling  Fiends  no  more  shall  dare 
From  their  loved  home  thy  sons  to  tear, 
And  bear  across  the  seas. 

XLII  I. 

Afric,  rejoice !  Adore  that  God 
Who  made  all  men  but  of  one  blood, 

To  govern  earth  and  sea ; 

Thy  rank's  restored  among  mankind. 

Thou  art  ennobled,  raised,  refined. 

And  crown'd  with  dignity. 

XLIV. 

Afric,  rejoice  !  No  more  shall  bow 
The  image  of  the  Maker  low, 

At  any  Human  Shrine  ; 

Immortal  souls  in  Negroes  dwell. 

With  conscious  worth  their  bosoms  swell. 
And  prove  their  claims  divine. 


(  16  ) 


XLV. 

ft 

Afric,  rejoice  !  again  rejoice  ! 

Hark  the  mild  Gospel’s  cheering  voice 
Celestial  hopes  supplies ; 
Britannia’s  hand  bestows  on  thee 
Religion’s  glorious  liberty. 

Salvation’s  heavenly  prize. 

XLVI. 

When  heavenly  trumps  o’er  Sinai’s  head 
Blew  the  loud  blast,  and  terror  spread. 
Pale  Nature  trembling  waked; 
Encircling  fire  enwrapt  the  ground. 

The  thunder’s  peal,  and  trumpet’s  sound. 
All  Israel  heard  and  quaked. 

XLVII 

’Midst  terrors  of  this  dread  alarm, 

Thou  wert  secure  from  every  harm, 

O  Sinai  !  loved  of  heaven ; 

The  statutes  first  from  thee  began. 

The  covenant  ’twixt  God  and  Man, 

From  thee  the  Law  was  given. 
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XL  VIII. 

In  these  last  times  the  trumpets  blow 
The  deadly  blasts  of  human  woe. 

And  plagues  on  men  are  hurled ; 

See  nation  after  nation  fall. 

Fierce  Wars  the  tribes  of  th'  earth  appal. 
Convulse  the  trembling  world. 

XLIX. 

O  Britain  !  in  this  fearful  scene 
On  thee  thy  Maker  smiles  serene. 

From  thee  hides  not  his  face; 

But  through  thy  hands  his  blessing  sheds. 
Wide  o’er  the  earth  the  Gospel  spreads. 
The  Covenant  of  Grace. 

L. 

Nor  shall  thy  works  of  mercy  end. 

Till  Faith,  and  Truth,  and  Grace  extend 
Their  influence  around  ; 

The  heavenly  stream  from  thee  shall  flow. 
And  happiness  divine  bestow. 

To  Earth's  remotest  bound. 
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LI. 

Thus  the  small  Cloud,  from  Carmel  seen, 

First  rising  slowly  and  serene. 

Above  the  azure  main ; 

Increasing  fast,  the  heavens  o’erspread. 

And  o’er  imploring  Nature  shed 
Abundant  showers  of  rain. 

LII. 

Thy  Martyrs  Papal  wrath  defied. 

To  found  thy  Church  they  dauntless  died, 
Cemented  it  with  blood; 

Thy  Doctrine  built  upon  this  rock, 

The  modern  Atheists’  hellish  shock 
It  firmly  hath  withstood. 

LIII. 

As  on  fair  Circe’s  treacherous  Isle 

Th’  Enchantress,  with  ensnaring  guile. 
Transform’d  the  human  kind ; 

Thus  Gallia  baneful  evil  sheds, 
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Pernicious  tenets  widely  spreads. 

And  subjugates  the  mind. 
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LIY. 

From  impious  realms  Religion  hies. 
From  Persecution's  rancour  flies, 

On  eagle- wings  conveyed ; 

Is  nourished  in  that  safe  abode 
For  her  appointed  by  her  God, 
Beneath  Protection’s  shade. 

LV. 

In  vain  the  Atheist  hosts  combine. 

In  vain  pursue  their  dark  design. 

And  wars  infernal  wage ; 
Britain  Religion’s  favourite  seat. 
She  fixes  there  her  calm  retreat. 

While  powers  of  darkness  rage. 

LYI. 

Thus  Noah  in  the  Ark  abode. 

Which  o’er  assaulting  waters  rode. 
Her  precious  charge  to  save ; 

She  rose  o’er  hostile  billows  high. 
And  bore  exalted  Piety 

Triumphant  o’er  the  wave. 
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LVII. 

In  Britain’s  favour’d  Isle,  O  Lord  ! 

Thy  everlasting  name’s  adored. 

Here  Faith  and  Peace  reside ; 

While  impious  States  thy  vengeance  feel. 
Thy  dreadful  arm  thou  dost  reveal, 

’Gainst  blasphemy  and  pride. 

LVIII. 

For  Gauls  with  vain  philosophy 
Thy  attributes,  O  God  !  deny. 

The  holy  Cross  deride  : 

Shall  man  !  weak,  erring,  sinful  man  ! 

Dare  judge  his  God?  his  nature  scan? 

O  blasphemy  and  pride  ! 

LIX. 

Atheists,  proceed !  your  tenets  spread ! 

You  seek  applauses !  in  their  stead 
You  find  the  wrath  of  heaven  ! 

Such  plagues  you  feel,  ne’er  felt  before ; 

Your  Country’s  drench’d  with  kindred  gore, 

* 

All  social  ties  are  riven. 
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LX. 

See  men  transformed  to  beasts  of  prey  ! 

Their  Fathers,  Brothers,  Neighbours  slay ! 

Nor  age  nor  sex  they  spare! 

The  human  Monsters  prowl  around. 

Cries,  shrieks,  and  groans  with  deafening  sound 
Swell  high  on  tainted  air ! 

LXI. 

Such  judgments  on  those  States  attend. 

That  will  not  to  Heaven’s  empire  bend. 

And  dare  forget  their  God  ; 

The  cup  of  trembling  they  must  sup. 

E’en  to  the  dregs  must  drink  it  up. 

Mingled  with  tears  and  blood ! 

LXII. 

Behold  Ambition’s  restless  arm 
Disturbs  the  earth  with  dire  alarm. 

And  fills  the  world  with  gloom ; 
Tremendous  moves  the  haughty  Gaul, 

Before  his  ire  the  nations  fall. 

And  feel  a  captive’s  doom. 
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LXIII. 

As  some  resistless  deluge  sweeps 
Whole  nations  to  the  briny  deeps. 

Overwhelmed  ’neath  waves  they  lie ; 
Thus  Carnage’s  sanguine  torrents  roll 
O’er  Europe’s  plains  without  control, 
O’erpowered  her  children  die. 

LXIV. 

O  Britain  !  by  thy  power  are  broke 
The  slavish  chain  and  galling  yoke. 

And  Europe’s  Sons  are  free ; 
Athwart  the  gloom  thy  piercing  ray 
Dispels  the  mist,  and  pours  the  day 
Of  long-lost  liberty. 

LXV. 

As  Seamen  long  by  tempest  tost. 

Their  skill  o’erpower’d,  their  vigour  lost^ 
No  hope  remains  to  save — 

With  agonizing  thoughts  await. 

In  dumb  despair,  their  cruel  fate, 

A  cold— a  watery  grave. 
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LXVI. 

But  if  the  Pilot’s  pondering  mind 
Some  new  resource  should  chance  to  find. 
He  fires  the  drooping  band ; 

From  stupor  rouzed,  the  gallant  crew 
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With  nervous  arms  fresh  toils  renew. 

And  safely  gain  the  land. 

LXVII. 

Thus,  when  on  desolated  plains 
The  nations  feel  the  Gallic  chains. 

Fast  verging  to  their  fates ; 

Thou  warm’st  them  with  thy  quickening  fire. 
Their  languid  councils  dost  inspire. 

To  save  their  sinking  states. 

LXVIII. 

Thy  banners  on  those  lands  unfurled. 

Wave  ’midst  applauses  of  the  world. 

The  Friend  of  man  it  hails ; 

In  prostrate  nations’  hapless  cause. 

In  aid  of  violated  Laws, 

Thy  righteous  arm  prevails. 
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LXIX. 

Great  Wellington’s  resistless  force 
Arrests  the  Gaul’s  destructive  course, 

The  tide  of  human  woe ; 

Thy  Sons,  with  martial  glory  warm’d. 
With  Arthur’s  towering  genius  arm’d. 
Subdue  the  vaunting  foe. 

LXX. 

Hark !  from  the  well-fought  trophied-plains 
Swell  high  in  air  triumphant  strains. 
Victorious  shouts  arise ; 

Which  spreading  fill  the  trump  of  Fame, 
The  nations  hear  the  loud  acclaim 
Resounding  to  the  skies. 

LXXI. 

Where’er  his  march  great  Arthur  bends. 
Fair  Victory  still  his  paths  attends. 

With  Honour  and  Renown  ; 
Where’er  he  moves,  Applause  and  Fame 
His  matchless  actions  still  proclaim, 

W  ith  wreaths  of  glory  crown. 
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LXXII. 

Thus  aided,  injured  nations  stand, 
And  burst  the  Tyrant's  cruel  band. 

Put  forth  their  utmost  might ; 

And  with  one  dread,  tremendous  blow. 
Hurl  vengeance  on  the  haughty  foe. 
Amid  the  arduous  fight. 

LXXIII. 

Confederate  Kings  of  Europe  join. 
And  in  firm  leagues  of  peace  combine. 
The  wounds  of  war  to  close ; 
Napoleon  they  now  sacrifise. 

His  vast,  gigantic,  power  dies, 

To  give  the  world  repose. 

LXXIV. 

From  his  high  throne  Napoleon  hurl'd. 
An  awful  warning  to  the  world 
Just  Providence  displays; 

The  fell  Destroyer  fears  no  doom. 

Yet  retribution's  day  does  come. 
Though  Heaven  its  wrath  delays. 
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LXXV. 

See,  Gallia,  who  with  jealous  rage 

Prolong’d  the  strife  from  age  to  age, 

Now  joins  in  amity; 

To  thee  her  friendly  arms  extends, 

»  ’  % 

In  thy  embraces  rapturous  bends. 

Receives  her  King  from  thee. 

LXXVI. 

Thy  friendly  bosom  Louis  leaves. 

And  ’midst  his  honours  inly  grieves 
To  quit  thy  fostering  arms  ; 

Where  George’s  friendship,  Moira’s  care, 

A  shelter  proved  from  black  despair, 

A  refuge  from  alarms. 

LXXVI1. 

Though  th’  Bourbons  from  thy  shores  depart. 

The  tribute  of  a  grateful  heart 
They  will  e’er  pay  to  thee  ; 

Oh  may  such  feelings  ever  prove 

The  happy  source  of  mutual  love, 

To  all  posterity. 
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LXXVIII. 

Taught  by  her  past  tremendous  woe, 
May  Gallia  never  cease  to  know. 
The  sacred  rights  of  Kings ; 
And  ever  shun  the  dreadful  state 
Of  civil  discord’s  rancorous  hate. 
From  anarchy  that  springs. 

LXXIX. 

To  plighted  vows  thou  dost  adhere. 
Thy  honour,  truth,  and  faith  sincere 
Unstain’d  thou  dost  maintain ; 
Thy  word  unchanging  as  the  Star 
That  guides  confiding  seamen  far. 
Across  the  pathless  main. 

LXXX. 

For  mercy,  love,  and  sovereignty, 
Britannia  !  bend  the  fervent  knee. 
Thou,  Handmaid  of  the  Lord 
And  pray  that  by  thy  humble  hands 
May  be  fulfill’d  his  high  commands. 
According  to  his  word. 
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LXXXI. 

Thy  future  glory,  Britain  !  fills 
The  Muse’s  soul,  her  bosom  thrills 
With  raptures  all  sublime ; 

She  spurns  the  moments’  dull  delay, 
Impatient,  wings  her  rapid  way 
Beyond  the  flight  of  Time. 

LXXXII. 

She  sees  th’  appointed  season  come 
To  call  the  scatter’d  Hebrews  home. 
And  bid  their  troubles  cease ; 

Sees  Britons  bear  to  Ab’ram’s  race 
The  tidings  of  God’s  pardoning  grace. 
Returning  love  and  peace. 

LXXXIII. 

The  welcome  Messenger  how  sweet ! 
How  beautiful  his  lovely  feet 
Upon  the  mount  appear! 

Whose  lips  salvation’s  tidings  bring. 
Who  saith  to  Zion,  “  See  thy  King, 
Behold  thy  Saviour  near !” 
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LXXXIV. 

From  every  near  and  distant  land. 

Where’er  the  wretched  wanderers  stand. 
Thou  shalt  the  Jews  restore ; 

Thy  ships  the  Tribes  shall  safe  convey. 

Thy  generous  Sons  shall  point  the  way, 

To  Salem’s  happy  shore. 

LXXXV. 

Britons  the  chosen  race  shall  bring, 

A  present  to  the  heavenly  King, 

To  Zion’s  holy  hill ; 

Again  shall  praise  their  tongues  employ. 
Again  thanksgivings  raise  their  joy. 

Their  hearts  devotion  fill. 

LXXXV1. 

The  happy  Israelites  will  say 
To  those  who  led  them  on  their  way. 

To  their  own  blissful  seat: 

“  0  Christian  Friends  !  with  grateful  voice 
We’ll  in  the  Lord  our  God  rejoice. 

His  mercies  we’ll  repeat. 
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LXXXVII. 

“  When  in  Egyptian  bonds  we  lay. 

Sad  grief  our  hearts  consumed  away. 
And  life  a  burden  proved  ; 

We  raised  the  supplicating  cry, 

J eho vah  heard  us  from  on  high. 

For  God  his  people  loved. 

LXXXVIII. 

“  He  Moses  sent,  the  meek,  the  good. 
Who  all  Egyptian  wiles  withstood. 

On  Pharaoh  vengeance  shed  ; 
Wrought  wonders  with  a  mighty  hand. 
And  gloriously  from  Egypt's  land 
Our  hosts  triumphant  led. 

LXXXIX. 

“  O  for  his  goodness  praise  the  Lord, 
Wliose  mercy,  truth,  and  gracious  word 
From  age  to  age  endure ; 

Aloud  his  wondrous  acts  proclaim. 
Ascribe  all  honour  to  his  name, 

His  covenant  is  sure. 
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XC. 

“  And  when  we  felt  affliction’s  rod, 

The  chast’ning  of  th’  offended  God, 

By  Babel’s  streams  we  mourn’d  ; 

In  dust  we  own’d  the  just  decree. 

Our  hearts,  O  Lord  !  acknowledged  thee, 
To  duty’s  paths  we  turn’d. 

XCI. 

“  From  God  salvation  richly  springs. 

He  turns  the  hearts  of  mighty  Kings, 

To  execute  his  will ; 

Bade  Cyrus  and  Darius  too. 

His  gracious  purposes  pursue. 

His  goodness  to  fulfil. 

XCII. 

“  Great  Artaxerxes’  soul  he  moved. 
Inspired  by  heaven,  he  nobly  proved 
Benevolent  and  kind ; 

These  monarchs  honour’d  our  estate, 
Bestow’d  on  us  their  riches  great. 

And  favours  unconfined. 
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XCIII. 

They  sent  us  joyful  on  our  way. 

And  bade  us  Heaven’s  command  obey 
To  build  the  sacred  Fane  ; 

✓ 

Within  its  walls  our  voice  to  raise 
To  God  in  grateful  songs  of  praise. 

His  worship  to  maintain. 

XCIV. 

“  0  for  his  goodness  praise  the  Lord, 
Whose  mercy,  truth,  and  faithful  word 
From  age  to  age  endure  ; 

Aloud  his  wondrous  acts  proclaim. 
Ascribe  all  honour  to  his  name. 

His  covenant  is  sure. 

xcv. 

I 

“  But  Oh  !  again  we  went  astray> 
Again  forsook  the  righteous  way. 

And  plunged  in  guilt  and  woe ; 
The  Prince  of  Peace  we  crucified. 

By  us  the  Lord  of  Glory  died. 

We  caused  his  blood  to  flow. 
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XCVI. 

“  W itli  dreadful  imprecations,  we 
Invoked  th’  offended  Deity 
For  maledictions  dread ; 

Indignant  Heaven  the  boon  bestow’d. 

We  felt  displeasure's  heavy  load. 

For  blood  unjustly  shed. 

XCVII. 

“  The  Roman  eagles  swiftly  flew. 

With  out-stretched  wings  vast  armies  drew 
To  dreadful  scenes  of  woe ; 

And  closely  press’d  on  every  side. 

On  heaps  devoted  Hebrews  died — 

Fierce  Titus  laid  us  low. 

XCVIII. 

“  Long  scatter’d  and  dispersed  abroad. 
Forsaken  by  our  Cov’nant-God, 

In  sorrow  doom’d  to  roam ; 

W e’ve  felt  the  keenest  pangs  of  grief. 

And  vainly  have  we  sought  relief, 

A  country,  and  a  home. 
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XCIX. 

“  Those  happier  times  have  past  long  since  ; 
W  ithout  a  king,  without  a  prince, 

W e’ve  tarried  many  days  ; 

No  ephod  met  our  longing  eyes. 

Nor  teraphim,  nor  sacrifice  ,* 

W e  raised  no  songs  of  praise. 

C. 

“  We  now  return  to  seek  the  Lord, 

With  reverence  due  to  hear  his  word. 

His  statutes  to  obey ; 

Now  David’s  Son  o’er  us  shall  reign, 

Messiah  shall,  o’er  land  and  main. 

His  glorious  sceptre  sway. 

CI. 

“  Now  restoration’s  time  is  come. 

And  thou,  O  Lord  !  hast  called  us  home 
From  our  long  banishment ; 

From  the  vast  ocean’s  utmost  bound. 

From  nations  of  the  earth  around. 

Where’er  we  wand’ring  went. 
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CIL 

“  O  gracious  Lord !  thy  vengeance  past, 
Thy  mercy  now  vouchsafes  at  last 
To  bid  our  troubles  cease  ; 

And  Oh  !  what  alter’d  prospects  rise ! 
Enchanting  views  salute  our  eyes 
Of  happiness  and  peace. 

cm. 

“  The  fulness  of  the  Gentiles  see  ; 

No  more  the  Heathen’s  cruelty 
Shall  we  behold  with  feat ; 

We  sow’d  in  tears,  we  reap  in  joy, 
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Our  sickles  find  their  full  employ. 
Abundant  sheaves  we  bear. 

CIV. 

“  O  Salem  !  our  once  happy  seat, 

Behold  thy  ransom’d  children’s  feet 
Again  thy  gates  possess  ; 

With  rapturous  voice  th’  assembled  throng 
The  praises  of  the  Lord  prolong. 

His  holy  name  we  bless. 
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CV. 

“  The  Sun  of  Righteousness,  whose  rays 

Mingle  with  glory’s  dazzling  blaze, 
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Now  dawns  upon  our  hearts ; 

His  healing  wings  propitious  shine, 
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He  scatters  blessings  all  divine. 

And  heavenly  gifts  imparts. 

CVI. 

“  Cheer’d  by  his  light,  our  longing  eyes 
Behold  the  great  Deliverer  rise 
From  Zion’s  blest  abode  ; 

U ngodliness  from  us  he  turns ; 

Each  Jewish  heart  with  rapture  burns 
To  hail  th’  incarnate  God. 

CVII. 

**  In  David’s  house  a  fountain  springs. 
Whose  healing  stream  salvation  brings. 
Our  sins  are  washed  away ; 
Uncleanness  from  our  souls  now  parts. 
And  purified  are  Hebrew-hearts, 

May  grateful  Israel  say. 
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CVII1. 

“  O  for  his  goodness  praise  the  Lord, 
Whose  mercy,  truth,  and  gracious  word 
From  age  to  age  endure  ; 

Aloud  his  wondrous  deeds  proclaim. 
Ascribe  all  honour  to  his  name. 

His  covenant  is  sure. 

C IX. 

cc  From  him  salvation  richly  springs. 

He  turns  the  hearts  of  mighty  kings, 
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According  to  his  grace ; 

He  noble  Britons  did  employ. 

With  messages  of  peace  and  joy. 

To  our  desponding  race. 

CX. 

“  O  Lord  !  our  benefactors  bless. 

Who  rescued  us  from  deep  distress, 
From  wretchedness  and  grief ; 
Who  cheerfully,  at  thy  command. 
Restored  us  to  our  blissful  land. 

And  brought  us  sure  relief. 
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CXI . 

“  O  Lord !  on  generous  Britons  shine 
With  love  unbounded  and  divine. 

From  henceforth,  evermore ; 

Oh  !  pour  upon  this  noble  race 
Peculiar  tokens  of  thy  grace. 

From  thy  abundant  store. 

CXIL 

**  As  pity  warms  the  Father's  breast. 
Who  sees  his  only  son  distress'd. 
Afflicted  and  undone ; 

By  kindness  shows  that  still  he  loves, 
And  every  doubt  and  fear  removes 
From  his  repentant  son. 

CXIIL 

“  So,  circled  in  thy  mercy's  arms. 

Thy  love  our  doubts  and  fears  disarms. 
Relieves  from  deepest  woe  ; 
Returning  rapture  rules  the  hour. 

And  balmy  peace  asserts  her  power, 
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Our  hearts  with  joy  o'erflow. 
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CXIV. 

“  Thus  the  poor  prodigal  return'd. 

His  father’s  fond  affections  burn'd. 

He  clasp'd  him  to  his  heart ; 

The  shoes,  the  rings,  were  for  him  brought. 
And  garments  with  salvation  fraught. 

He  richly  did  impart. 

cxv. 

a  Enlighten’d  is  our  visual  ray. 

And  from  our  hearts  is  rent  away 
The  dark  accursed  veil  ; 

Our  eyes  the  gracious  Saviour  see, 

We  bow,  O  Christ  !  adoring  thee. 

Now  faith  and  love  prevail ! 

CXVI. 

iC  Ah !  did  we  pierce  thy  sacred  side ! 

Ah !  did  blind  hate  thy  limbs  divide ! 

And  bruise  thy  hands  and  feet ! 

E’en  with  thy  last,  expiring  breath. 

Ere  drooping  nature  sunk  in  death. 

Thou  dids’t  for  us  entreat ! 
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CXVII. 

“  We  mourn  as  for  an  only  son. 

And  hate  the  acts  our  hands  have  done. 

Against  thee,  Prince  of  Peace  ! 

But  Oh  !  thy  mercy.  Lord!  is  sure. 

And  undiminish'd  shall  endure ; 

Thy  love  shall  never  cease/' 

CXVIII. 

The  Jewish  Church  Christ's  name  shall  bless. 
The  Gentile  Church  his  name  profess. 

United  Sisters  praise  ; 

To  their  Redeemer's  matchless  fame. 

With  glowing  hearts,  and  loud  acclaim. 

The  grateful  anthem  raise. 

CXIX. 

Divine  Apostle  !  now  unseal 
Thy  Book,  and  to  the  Muse  reveal 
High  Heaven's  eternal  will ; 

Enlighten  thou  her  feeble  sight  * 

With  beams  of  thy  unerring  light. 

Her  mind  with  knowledge  fill. 
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cxx. 

Behold !  a  mighty  Angel  flies. 

And  lights  with  radiance  all  the  skies. 

The  word  of  God  he  bears  ; 

To  publish  to  the  nations  round 
The  everlasting  Gospel’s  sound. 

Till  every  creature  hears. 

CXXL 

And  thus  his  powerful  words  proclaim : 
u  Fear  God,  give  glory  to  his  name. 

He’ll  judge  Impiety  ; 

Before  the  Lord  adoring  fall. 

Who  made  the  heaven,  the  earth,  and  all 
The  fountains,  and  the  sea.” 

t 

CXXII. 

When  not  a  breath  disturbs  the  deep, 

•  f  < 

The  surges  hush’d  retire  to  sleep. 

The  waves  forget  to  roar  ; 

But  o’er  the  main  should  Zephyrs  fly. 

The  billows  heave  their  bosoms  high. 

With  murmurs  lave  the  shore. 

G 
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CXXIII. 

Thus  to  Angelic  strains  from  high. 
Responsive  Nations  quick  reply, 

Like  murmurs  of  the  sea  ; 

“  Within  our  hearts  what  raptures  glow  ! 

The  sacred  impulse  bids  us  go 

To  seek  the  Deity. 

CXXIV. 

“  Oh  let  us  all  with  one  accord 
Haste  to  the  dwelling  of  the  Lord, 

And  own  his  gentle  sway  ; 

For  Jacob’s  God  in  Zion  reigns. 

And  Righteousness  his  throne  sustains. 
Truth  points  the  perfect  way. 

cxxv. 

cc  The  Law  shall  forth  from  Zion  go. 

And,  like  a  flood,  shall  overflow,  - 

c. 

“  To  earth’s  remotest  bound  ; 

And  from  Jerusalem  shall  the  word, 

And  statutes  of  the  mighty  Lord, 

Flow  to  the  Nations  round. 
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CXXVI. 

<e  Love,  Peace,  and  Joy  shall  e’er  abide 
Upon  the  holy  Mountain’s  side. 

It’s  kingdom  shall  increase ; 

The  Gospel’s  voice  shall  sweetly  sound. 
And  knowledge  of  the  Lord  abound. 

As  waters  fill  the  seas.” 

CXXVII. 

Hark  !  the  seventh  Trump  the  Muses  hear,. 
Its  peals  arrest  Attention’s  ear. 

And  awe  Creation  round  ; 

Next  mighty  voices  out  of  heaven. 

Wide  o’er  the  listening  earth  are  given. 
These  gracious  accents  sound, 

CXXY1II. 

“  The  kingdoms  of  this  world  are  o’er. 
Mortals  shall  rule  on  earth  no  more, 

Nor  regal  honours  claim  ; 

Tri-une  Jehovah  reigns  alone. 

Ye  nations  !  bow  before  his  throne, 

Adore  his  holy  name.” 


g  2 
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CXXIX. 

O  great  and  everlasting  Lord  ! 

Who  art  by  heaven  and  earth  adored* 
Whom  men  and  angels  bless. 

Oh  !  let  my  soul  Christ’s  glory  see. 

His  earthly  reign’s  felicity, 
Millennian  blessedness  ! 

cxxx. 

Millennium’s  great,  prophetic  years  ! 
So  vast  th’  extended  space  appears. 
The  mind  can  scarce  retain  ! 

Ye  Angels  !  say  what  glorious  scene. 
Ere  time  expires,  shall  intervene. 

To  grace  the  Saviour’s  reign. 

CXXXI. 

Behold !  ’midst  glory’s  dazzling  rays. 
The  Ancient  of  eternal  days 
Holds  universal  sway ; 

Exalted  reigns  in  awful  state. 

Around  unnumber’d  Angels  wait. 

And  his  behests  obey. 
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CXXXI1. 

Messiah,  who  is  ushered  near. 

With  reverence  greets  his  Father  dear. 
Thus  speaks  the  Deity  ; 

“  Only  begotten  !  best  beloved  ! 

■* 

Thy  love  and  duty  thou  hast  proved, 

I  am  well  pleased  in  thee. 

C  XXXIII. 

“  Honour,  dominion,  power  receive. 
And  majesty  divine  I  give. 

Reign  with  thy  Saints  in  peace  ; 
Boundless  thy  kingdom  shall  extend. 
Dominion  which  shall  have  no  end 

And  power  that  ne’er  shall  cease.” 

CXXXIV. 

Ye  spirits  of  the  blest  !  rejoice. 

For  your  Redeemer’s  mighty  voice 
Death’s  icy  fetters  breaks  ; 

The  Resurrection  of  the  just. 
Reanimating  mouldering  dust. 

The  sleeping  Saints  awakes. 
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cxxxv. 

Their  lives  were  hid  with  Christ  in  God* 
Their  Maker  was  their  safe  abode. 

In  bliss  they  did  remain  ; 

Now  Christ  in  glory  doth  appear. 

In  glory  calls  his  chosen  near, 

W  ith  him  to  live  and  reign. 

CXXXVI. 

Ye  rising  Saints!  transported  cry, 

“  O  Grave  !  where  is  thy  victory? 

O  Death  !  where  is  thy  sting  ? 
Immanuel  is  the  Conqueror's  name, 

Who  your  tremendous  powers  overcame. 
His  praises  we  will  sing." 

CXXXVII. 

Ye  Prophets  and  ye  Seers  of  old! 

Your  Saviour's  glorious  day  behold. 

And  see  him  face  to  face  ; 

And  not  as  darkly  through  a  glass 
To  eyes  of  Faith  did  dimly  pass 
His  promised  days  of  grace. 
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C  XXXVIII. 

From  death,  O  holy  Job!  arise. 

In  glory  raise  thy  longing  eyes, 

And  see  thy  Saviour  dear  ; 

In  latter  days  on  earth  he  stands. 

Calls  forth  to  life  his  chosen  bands, 

Th’  Elect  he  gathers  near. 

CXXXIX. 

What  though  thy  skin  has  known  decay. 
And  worms  thy  flesh  consumed  away. 

In  flesh  thy  Maker  see  ; 

Thy  body  though  in  weakness  sown. 
Immortal  powers  henceforth  shall  own. 
To  all  eternity. 

CXL. 

In  renovated  state  of  things, 

Hail,  ye  twelve  Apostle-Kings  ! 

Possess  your  regal  state  ; 

Now  o’er  the  happy  Tribes  preside. 
Their  rapture  and  devotion  guide. 

With  love  of  Christ  elate. 
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CXLI. 

How  holy*  blest,  and  glorious  they 
Who  see  Millennium’s  joyful  day  ! 

The  Saints  whom  Jesus  owns ! 

No  more  o’er  them  shall  Death  have  power, 
No  more  they  feel  the  mortal  hour. 

And  dread  expiring  groans. 

CXLII. 

To  Zion’s  holy  Mount  they’re  come. 

The  city  of  the  Lord’s  their  home. 

Even  Salem’s  blest  abode  ; 

The  Church  triumphant  here  is  found. 

Here  countless  Angels  wait  around 
The  Judge,  the  living  God. 

CXLIII. 

Here  are  the  ransom’d,  and  the  blest. 

Who  find  in  CHRist  their  blissful  rest. 

Their  refuge  and  their  stay  ; 

The  blood  of  this  incarnate  God, 

More  precious  far  than  Abel’s  blood, 

To  wash  their  sins  away. 
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CXLIV. 

Cleans’d  in  that  blood,  their  robes  are  white. 
And  by  its  all-subduing  might 

They  Sin  and  Death  overcame : 

Be  honour,  praise,  and  homage  shown. 

To  Him  who  sits  upon  the  throne. 

And  to  the  blessedTjAMB. 

CXLV. 

% 

,  * 

He  who  for  man’s  redemption  died. 

Now  in  his  Saints  is  glorified  ; 

V _ 

They  wonder,  love,  admire  : 

He  sees  the  travail  of  his  soul ; 

And  joys  which  spring  without  control. 

Now  quench  the  vast  desire. 

CXLYI. 

With  Christ  they  live,  with  Christ  they  reign. 
And  still  their  blissful  state  retain. 

Until  the  final  day ; 

Their  Saviour’s  presence  they  enjoy. 

His  praises  their  blest  tongues  employ, 

Till  th’  earth  shall  pass  away. 


H 
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CXLVII. 

For  Christ  must  reign  till  every  foe. 
Bending  the  haughty  forehead  low, 
Shall  at  his  foot-stool  fall : 

Then  shall  the  Son,  with  filial  hand. 
Resign  his  sceptre's  wide  command. 
And  God  be  All  in  all. 

CXLVIIJ. 

But  now  the  Muses  view  no  more. 
For  now  the  wondrous  V  ision's  o'er. 
And  closed  in  shades  of  night : 
Stay,  stay,  ye  glorious  Visions!  stay. 
Oh!  do  not  fade  so  soon  away. 

From  the  rapt  Muses'  sight. 
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EXPLANATORY  NOTES 


EXPLANATORY  NOTES 


TO 

THE  HAPPY  STATE 

OF 

STANZA  I. 

Britannia !  raise  thy  joyful  eyes ; 

With  gratitude  to  favouring  skies 
Behold  thy  happy  fate  ; 

Tti  Almighty  deigns  to  honour  thee 

With  mercy ,  love,  and  sovereignty, 

A  high  and  envied  state. 

To  constitute  a  Jubilee,  in  the  highest  sense,  there  must  be 
a  knowledge  of  the  true  God,  a  pure  faith,  a  people  exulting  in  the 
favour  of  the  Almighty,  a  people  animated  by  loyalty  to  their  King. 
“  Peace  within  our  walls  and  prosperity  within  our  palaces.”  It 
will  heighten  the  grandeur  of  the  occasion,  if  the  people  be  power¬ 
ful,  and  stand  conspicuous  among  nations. 

All  these  particulars  centre  with  us.  They  are  to  be  found  in 
our  nation  to  an  extent  and  degree  never  known,  perhaps,  by  any 
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other  people.  At  the  present  sera.  Great  Britain  stands  conspicuous 
in  the  eyes  of  the  world:  she  assumes  a  commanding  attitude 5  and 
has  become,  by  divine  providence,  the  constituted  guardian,  in  a  man¬ 
ner,  of  the  religion  and  liberties  of  men.  And,  behold !  while  occupy¬ 
ing  this  exalted  station,  she  announces  a  grand  Jubilee,  to  be  cele¬ 
brated  on  the  occasion  of  an  event  which  rarely  occurs  to  great 
empires, — the  arrival  of  the  fiftieth  year  of  her  monarch’s  reign. 

We  are,  therefore,  this  day,  to  take  a  review  of  the  goodness 
that  “  the  Lord  hath  done”  by  and  for  the  King,  his  servant,  and 
for  us,  his  people.  We  shall  notice,  first,  the  temporal  or  political 
blessings  of  his  reign  and  secondly,  those  spiritual  and  religious 
blessings  which  we  have  enjoyed  as  a  Christian  people.  Among 

our  political  blessings  we  must  note,  first,  the  increase  of  our 

\ 

Power  as  a  nation.  It  is  certainly  true,  that  almost  every  year 
of  the  present  reign  hath  added  something  to  the  strength  and  sta¬ 
bility  of  our  dominion.  It  hath  during  the  same  period,  been 
greatly  increased  in  extent.  Since  the  sera  when  the  present  mo¬ 
narch  ascended  the  throne,  the  domains  of  Britain  have  been  near¬ 
ly  doubled  in  magnitude.  We  now  possess  an  empire  in  the  East 
alone,  almost  equal  in  dimensions  to  the  continent  of  Europe. 
And,  in  the  other  divisions  of  the  globe,  our  ascendancy  begins  to 
be  acknowledged.  Again,  we  have  acquired  the  dominion  of  the 
Sea  5  on  which,  at  no  remote  period,  we  maintained  but  an  equal 
conflict  with  the  other  nations.  Providence  hath  been  pleased  to 
invest  this  nation  with  that  sovereignty  for  wise  and  important 
purposes,  we  doubt  not,  in  the  present  advanced  period  of  the  world ; 
not  merely,  we  would  believe,  for  our  own  protection  and  preser¬ 
vation,  or  for  the  maintenance  of  liberty  and  social  order,  during  a 
period  of  revolution,  in  the  confined  scene  of  Europe ;  but  to  carry 
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the  principles  of  moral  civilization  and  useful  knowledge  to  the  re¬ 
motest  nations  of  the  earth,  to  bring  them  acquainted  with  each 
other  as  one  family,  and  to  impart  to  them  all  the  inestimable 
blessing  of  divine  revelation. 

Another  subject  of  thankfulness  is  the  increasing  Opulence  of  the 
kingdom.  Perhaps,  at  no  former  period  of  the  world  have  the 
blessings  of  wealth  and  plenty  been  more  generally,  or  more  largely, 
distributed  in  a  nation,  even  to  the  lowest  members  of  society, 
than  in  ours  at  this  time.  We  have  certainly  no  record  of  such  a 
general  prosperity  in  the  recent  history  of  mankind.  And  the 
source  of  this  wealth  is  obvious.  Our  Commerce  extends  to  the 
uttermost  parts  of  the  earth:  there  is  probably  no  “  speech  nor  lan¬ 
guage”  where  the  British  name  does  not  begin  to  be  known :  and 
the  produce  of  every  clime  is  brought  to  our  shores. 

But  there  is  a  blessing  of  another  character,  and  of  a  higher 
order,  and  that  is  the  preservation  of  our  Political  Constitution. 
While  we  contemplate  the  dense  clouds  which  envelope  and  darken 
the  intellectual  horizon  of  other  nations,  preparing  them  for  that 
humiliating  and  abject  servitude  which  threatens  them,  wre  shall  con¬ 
sider  the  preservation  of  our  civil  and  religious  liberties  as  a  chief 
theme  of  our  thanksgiving  on  this  day.  These  liberties  are  not 
only  preserved  to  us,  but,  by  their  duration,  seem  to  be  strengthen¬ 
ed  and  confirmed.  In  what  perfect  harmony,  for  example,  are 
those  apparently  discordant  parts  of  our  excellent  form  of  govern¬ 
ment  at  this  time ;  and  how  peaceable  are  those  seemingly  opposite 
interests  which  compose  it !  In  every  age  of  our  history  our  Con¬ 
stitution  hath  been  extolled ;  but  there  certainly  never  was  a  peri¬ 
od  when  it  appeared  in  more  beautiful  proportion,  or  hath  attained 
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•  so  nearly  to  a  state  of  perfection,  as  the  present.  Who,  then,  was 
the  Author  of  this  Constitution  of  which  we  boast?  Was  it  the 
peculiar  wisdom  of  the  Danes  which  constructed  it  ?  or  of  the 
Saxons?  or  of  the  natives  of  the  island?  What  is  the  name  of  the 
great  legislator  who  conceived  the  mighty  plan  ?  Was  it  created 
by  chance  or  design  ?  And  now  that  it  is  formed,  can  any  other 
nation  execute  a  plan  after  the  great  model  ?  We  know  well  by 
whose  council  and  providence  our  happy  government  hath  been 
begun  and  finished.  Our  Constitution  is  the  gift  of  God. 
And  we  have  to  acknowledge  his  goodness  for  this  blessing,  as  we 
thank  him  for  “  life,  and  breath,  and  all  things.”  This  honour  he 
hath  done  to  our  nation,  in  order  that  he  might  execute  by  us  (we 
would  believe)  his  own  great  designs,  in  the  fulness  of  time.  The 
divine  wisdom  hath  ordained  for  us  a  Constitution  in  which  great 
'power  and  pure  religion  grow  up  together ;  a  union  which  hath 
never  been  known  to  exist  in  a  great  empire,  to  a  equal  extent, 
since  the  commencement  of  the  Christian  sera. 

Now  let  us  reflect  a  moment  under  what  circumstances  the  various 
blessings  above  enumerated  have  been  continued  tousj — this  domi¬ 
nion,  opulence,  commerce,  constitution,  and  liberty, — in  short, 
this  existence  as  a  powerful,  free,  and  happy  people.  They  have 
been  preserved  to  us  while  the  powers  of  the  civilized  world  have 
combined  for  our  destruction,  and  assailed  our  very  existence  as  a 
nation.  How  strange  would  it  have  appeared  to  our  forefathers, 
nay,  how  remote  from  all  political  calculation,  even  of  recent  times, 
had  it  been  asserted,  that  Great  Britain  would  one  day  wage 
equal  war  with  the  whole  of  Europe !  and  that,  in  the  tempest  of  a 
revolution,  convulsing  the  world,  this  nation  should  remain  firm 
and  unshaken,  amidst  the  general  wreck  of  mighty  kingdoms ! 
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The  government  of  Israel  was  a  theocracy,  God  was  their  King  ; 
and  he  sometimes  interposed  visibly  in  their  behalf,  and  fought  for 
them  from  heaven.  But  surely  if  we  admit  the  existence  of  a  su¬ 
perintending  providence  at  all,  we  must  believe  that  the  divine  inter¬ 
position  hath  been  exercised  in  favour  of  this  country.  What  states¬ 
man,  fifty  years  ago,  would  have  believed  that  this  nation  ever  could 
be  what  she  now  is,  execute  what  she  has  executed,  or  endure  what 
she  has  endured !  Surrounded  by  the  flames  of  war  for  a  series  of 
years,  she  remains  to  this  hour  unhurt,  untouched  on  her  own  shores  ! 
It  is  commonly  said  that  the  most  extraordinary  event  in  the  an¬ 
nals  of  the  world  is  the  revolution  of  France  and  its  suddenly  ac¬ 
quired  dominion.  But  there  is  another  event  which  is,  perhaps,  no 
less  remarkable,  and  that  is,  the  DEFENCE  made  by  Great  Britain 
against  that  power. 

Buchanan’s  British  Jubilee  Sermon. 


I  think  I  may  say  (but  meekly  let  me  say  it,  and  with  an  awful 
reverence)  that  Providence  watches  over  this  empire  with  an  eye 
of  peculiar  regard.  England  seems  to  be  solemnly  selected,  and 
delegated  to  interpose  a  barrier  between  partial  subversion  and  uni¬ 
versal  anarchy j  to  punish  the  punisher  of  nations;  to  heal  the 
wounds  of  agonizing  Europe,  and  to  sit  like  a  wakeful  nurse,  watch¬ 
ing  at  her  side,  and  administering  to  her  lips  the  medicine  of  salva  ¬ 
tion.  We  stand  on  a  noble  but  a  dreadful  elevation ;  responsible 
in  ourselves  for  the  future  happiness  of  the  human  race.  We  have 
a  spirit,  a  constitution,  and  a  religion ;  unrivalled,  unparalleled,  un¬ 
precedented.  From  these  I  draw  my  politics,  and  these  tell  me,  we 
shall  triumph. 

Polyphus. 
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Monsieur  DeLolme  calls  the  British  Constitution  "  the  disco¬ 
very  of  a  most  important  secret ;  it  is  not  to  be  ascribed  to  the  con¬ 
fined  views  of  man,  nor  to  his  imperfect  sagacity.”  He  adds :  “  The 
world  might  have  grown  old,  generations  might  have  succeeded 
generations,  still  seeking  it  in  vain.” 

From  the  sad  theatre  of  fatal  strife. 

From  all  that  shortens  and  embitters  life ; 

From  broken  trophies  and  deserted  thrones. 

Unfeeling  pomp,  and  Misery’s  stifled  groans j 
From  fields  where  Desolation  sits  alone. 

Nor  hears  the  echo  of  a  human  moan; — 

Turn,  wearied  Muse !  to  Britain  speed  thy  flight — 

This  home  of  Liberty,  this  source  of  light ; 

This  citadel,  where,  fearless  of  defeat. 

Truth,  Peace,  and  Piety  have  found  a  seat ; 

This  heart  from  which  the  genial  current  flows 
That  general  energy  and  life  bestows. 

Then,  circling  glad  through  every  distant  vein. 

Returns  to  cheer  their  genial  source  again. 

Island  of  glory !  from  each  chalky  steep 
Thy  genius  seems  to  lighten  o’er  the  deep. 

Thy  strength  of  arm,  thy  magnitude  of  soul 
Supports  and  cheers  the  weak  from  pole  to  pole. 

Wherever  Sorrow  weeps,  or  Slavery  bends. 

Thy  pity  softens,  and  thy  power  extends  : 

In  spite  of  foreign  force,  or  foreign  wiles. 

The  mountain  Goddess  here  serenely  smiles. 
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Here  guards  that  shrine  which  all  the  just  revere, 
And  builds  her  favourite  gothic  temple  here. 

The  dread  of  tyrants,  and  the  hope  of  slaves. 

Long,  long,  Britannia !  may’st  thou  rule  the  waves. 
While  ’midst  thy  subject  seas  thou  sitt’st  a  queen, 
How  placid  seems  thy  mild,  majestic  mien ! 

While  ruminating  in  thy  generous  mind 
Wide  plans  of  good,  embracing  all  mankind, 

Or  pouring  forth  thy  bounty’s  liberal  stream 
On  nations  spoil’ d  by  Rapine’s  fierce  extreme 
Or  when  thy  hand  a  nobler  gift  has  given — 

The  Book  of  Life — the  light  that  leads  to  Heaven ; 
The  holy  charm  that  bids  the  desart  bloom. 

And  Sharon’s  rose  the  sandy  waste  perfume  ; 

Or  while  the  blackest  darkness  veils  the  skies. 

Bids  on  the  soul  the  Star  of  Bethlehem  rise ; 

Sweet  star  of  Hope !  whose  fair  unfading  ray 
Can  shed  on  deepest  darkness  happiest  day. 

Light  up  those  eyes  that  waken  but  to  weep. 

And  shine  on  wearied  Nature’s  final  sleep. 

Cheer’d  by  its  beams,  and  by  its  influence  blest 
Even  Sorrow’s  children  softly  sink  to  rest; 

Fearless  they  enter  on  the  dreary  gloom. 

And  wait  the  mighty  voice  that  bursts  the  tomb  5 
Assured  to  see  the  morn  of  glory  break 
That  calls  the  dead  to  higher  life  to  wake. 

’Tis  thus  divine  protection  guards  our  coasts. 

Walks  forth  in  majesty  before  our  hosts. 
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And  bids  our  land  with  joyful  shouts  resound 
To  hail  her  gallant  sons  with  conquest  crown’d. 

Mrs.  Grant  of  Laggan. 

England  !  be  still,  even  to  thy  latest  times. 

The  nurse  of  heroes,  and  the  scourge  of  crimes : 

Still  may  thy  patriot  sons,  where  ’er  they  roam, 

Diffuse  abroad  the  rights  they  boast  at  home ; 

Still  unseduced  by  glory’s  vain  increase. 

Make  war  thy  pathway  to  the  shrine  of  peace : 

Still  boast  the  rights  of  freemen  against  slaves. 

And  rule,  with  Heaven’s  approval, — proudly  rule  the  waves. 

Moore. 


Thrice  happy  Britain  !  from  the  kingdoms  rent, 

To  sit  the  guardian  of  the  continent ! 

Addison. 


Island  of  bliss !  amid  the  subject  seas 
That  thunder  round  thy  rocky  coasts,  set  up 
At  once  the  wonder,  terror,  and  delight 
Of  distant  nations ;  whose  remotest  shores 
Can  soon  be  shaken  by  thy  naval  arm; 

Not  to  be  shook  thyself,  but  all  assaults 
Baffling,  as  thy  hoar  cliffs  the  loud  sea-wave. 


Thomson. 
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STANZA  III. 

In  British  hearts  he  mildly  reigns , 

And  in  return  he  justly  gains 
Their filial  care  and  love  : 

Protection  beaming  from  the  throne , 

Affection  by  the  subjects  shoivny 
The  bonds  of  union  prove . 

There  is  one  particular  in  which  the  festival  of  Israel  differs  from 

\ 

that  of  this  day,  and  which  marks  the  peculiar  happiness  of  our 
Jubilee 3  namely,  that  the  King  we  would  honour  is  not  dead,  but 
still  alive.  If  he  were  dead,  he  would,  indeed,  live  in  our  hearts, as 
David  in  the  hearts  of  Israel.  But  he  still  lives  to  reign  over  us, — 
the  father  of  his  people.  Let  us,  therefore,  in  the  first  place,  in  the 
words  of  Israel  “  Bless  the  King.”  Let  us  send  forth  our  ardent 
supplications,  that  God  would  continue  to  make  him  a  partaker  of 
the  greatest  and  best  blessings  3  “  that  he  would  endue  him  plente- 
ously  with  heavenly  gifts,”  and  also  grant  him  the  inferior  blessings 
(if  it  be  his  will)  “  in  health  and  wealth  long  to  live.”  And  let  us 
pray  for  his  family,  that  his  sons  may  walk  in  his  steps  3  that  the 
glory  of  the  kingdom  may  be  increased  (like  Solomon’s),  and  not  di¬ 
minished  under  the  reign  of  his  successor. — The  virtues  of  the 
Sovereign  have,  indeed,  been  a  great  blessing  to  the  nation  3  but 
the  greatest  blessing  is  the  gratitude  of  his  people  3  I  mean  their 
ability  to  value  his  virtues,  and  their  possessing  a  just  and  grateful 
sense  of  their  beneficial  effects  on  themselves.  And  this  gratitude, 
we  aver,  is  founded  on  knowledge  ;  chiefly,  on  that  religious  and 
moral  knowledge,  which  enables  men  to  appreciate  virtue  3  and 
again,  on  a  knowledge  of  the  circumstances  of  the  nation,  and  of 
its  state  in  relation  to  other  nations.  For  almost  every  man  of  or- 
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dinary  education  is  not  only  acquainted  with  his  own  country,  but 
has  a  picture  of  the  world  before  him  3  and  is  enabled  to  under¬ 
stand  the  purposes  and  ends  of  that  power  which  is  convulsing  the 
world  and  would  enslave  it.  This  knowledge,  then,  is  an  ines¬ 
timable  blessing.  It  is  that  which  distinguishes  our  nation  at  this 
moment  from  other  nations  3  and  it  is  the  instrument  which  God  is 
pleased  to  use,  not  only,  we  trust,  to  preserve  ourselves,  but  others  3 
not  only  to  defend  the  Christian  religion  at  home,  but  to  extend  it 
throughout  the  world.  But  take  away  the  Bible  and  the  instruc¬ 
tion  of  the  lower  classes,  and  we  shall  soon  fall  into  that  darkness 
which  envelopes  the  other  nations  of  Europe.  Neither  science, 
nor  philosophy,  nor  the  fine  arts,  could  ever  enlighten  the  public 
mind  as  it  is  now  enlightened.  Neither  conquest  nor  commerce 
could  add  any  thing  to  our  public  virtue.  The  fountain  of  our  know¬ 
ledge  and  of  our  happiness  is  the  Bible  3  and  the  greatest  blessing 
we  can  render  our  country  is  to  call  every  poor  person,  and  teach 
him  to  drink  from  this  fountain. — Let  us,  then,  obey  the  commands 
of  our  Saviour,  and  allow  the  Gospel  to  be  read  and  heard  by  the 
poor.  And,  in  particular,  let  Christian  instruction  be  given  to  the 
poor.  For,  how  incalculable  is  the  benefit,  if  we  believe  the  Chris¬ 
tian  revelation  !  He  who  teaches  a  child  to  read,  and  think,  and  feel, 
and  then  gives  him  a  Bible,  hath  performed  a  nobler  work  than  if 
he  had  bestowed  on  that  child  all  the  riches  of  the  habitable  globe. 
It  is  proper  to  record  the  sentiments  of  our  gracious  Sovereign  on 
this  subject.  He  patronizes  schools  for  the  instruction  of  the  poor 
in  the  most  earnest  manner,  and  hath  publicly  expressed  his  wish 

u  that  EVERY  POOR  CHILD  IN  THE  NATION  SHOULD  BE  ABLE  TO  READ 

the  Bible.”  This  is  a  sentiment  ■worthy  of  a  Christian  king  3  and 
the  example  he  hath  given  is  worthy  of  the  universal  imitation  of 
his  Christian  subjects. 


Buchanan’s  British  Jubilee  Sermon. 
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Health  to  the  king !  the  more  I  think  I  give 
The  heart-felt  utterance,  “  May  our  monarch  live !” 

Yes,  let  the  Muse,  unbribed,  a  tribute  bring 
Of  duteous  praise,  and  pay  it  to  her  king; 

A  feeling  tribute,  issuing  from  the  heart. 

Not  gloss’d  by  flattery,  and  not  stain’d  by  art. — 

He,  friend  to  awful  truth,  alike  disdains 

The  Muse  who  gilds  a  name,  the  Muse  who  stains ; 

Pleased  if  his  virtues  in  his  acts  survive. 

And  fame  more  lasting  than  of  verse,  derive. 

O  piety  approved !  O  heart  sincere  ! 

O  fostering  mercy  !  and  unknowing  fear ! 

From  thee  meek  worth  ne’er  turns  unheard  away, 

To  thee  poor  wretches  confidently  pray. 

Thee  (scorning  pomp  of  retinue  and  state) 

Prudence  makes  rich,  and  virtue  renders  great. 

Blest  prince !  from  thee  let  thy  own  Britons  learn 
The  true  sublime  of  morals  to  discern ; 

And  while  thy  virtues  joyfully  they  scan, 

Admire  alike  the  monarch  and  the  man. 

Polyphus. 

*  ■■  ■  ■  ■» 

« 

While  virtuous  deeds  unsullied  honours  claim. 

Shall  Britain  bless  her  pious  monarch’s  reign ; 

The  honest  fame  these  virtuous  deeds  deserve 
To  latest  times  her  annals  shall  preserve. 

An  useful  lesson,  teaching  future  kings 
Whence  true  renown  and  solid  greatness  springs. 

Mrs.  Grant  of  Laggan. 
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STANZA  XVIII. 

Auspicious  reign  !  ’ Midst  tempest's  roar 
Though  yon  torn  hark  strike  on  the  shore , 

Death  hover  o'er  his  prey  ; 

See  Greathead  on  the  angry  deep 
In  his  Life-Boat  the  surges  sweep , 

And  snatch  the  crew  away. 

Extract  from  the  Tyne  Mercury  of  the  29th  November,  1803. 

Having  yesterday  witnessed  the  most  extraordinary  escape  of  the 
crew  of  the  brig  Bee  from  shipwreck  that  was  perhaps  ever 
known,  by  means  of  the  Northumberland  Life-Boat  j  I  take  the  most 
early  opportunity  of  giving  you  a  correct  statement  of  the  whole  cir¬ 
cumstances.  The  brig  Bee  of  Shields,  John  Houston,  master,  hav¬ 
ing  put  to  sea  in  an  easterly  wind,  had  not  proceeded  far  when  it 
began  to  blow  strong  from  the  south  east,  which  obliged  her  in  a 
few  hours  to  put  back.  In  taking  Tynemouth  Bar  at  the  last  quarter 
ebbs  in  a  very  heavy  sea,  she  struck  the  ground,  and  unshipped  her 
rudder.  Being  now  completely  unmanageable,  she  drifted  towards 
the  north  side  of  the  Bar,  and  at  length  drove  on  the  Black  Middens. 
They  who  have  witnessed  the  tremendous  sea  which  breaks  on  the 
north  east  part  of  the  harbour,  in  a  south-easterly  wind,  may  form 
a  conception  of  the  dreadful  state  in  which  the  crew  of  the  vessel 
was  situated,  in  the  midst  of  rocks,  where  the  sea  runs  mountain 
high,  so  as  frequently  to  obscure  the  ship,  and  where  any  vessel 
might  be  expected  immediately  to  go  to  pieces.  Their  only  refuge 
from  being  swept  into  the  gulf  was  to  climb  up  into  the  shrouds, 
which  the  captain  with  six  men  and  boys  (being  the  whole  of  the 


(  65  ) 


I 


crew)  with  difficulty  effected.  The  dangerous  situation  in  which 
they  were  placed  immediately  attracted  an  immense  number  of 
spectators  from  both  North  and  South  Shields.  The  shores  in 
every  direction  were  lined  with  people,  who  expressed,  by  their 
anxious  looks,  the  most  sympathetic  apprehensions  for  their  safety. 
The  making  use  of  the  Life-Boat  was  by  most  people  thought  im¬ 
possible,  and  at  all  events,  the  attempt  was  attended  with  extreme 
danger,  owing  to  the  tremendous  sea,  and  the  immense  rocks  which 
lay  where  the  vessel  was  stranded.  So  confident,  however,  was  Mr. 
Greathead,  the  inventor,  of  the  Life-Boat  being  able  to  live  in  any 
sea  if  properly  managed,  that  he,  without  hesitation  and  with  the 
greatest  alertness,  volunteered  his  services  to  bring  off  the  men  from 
the  brig.  This  intrepid  offer  operated  like  electricity  among  the 
sailors.  Immediately  the  Northumberland  Life-Boat  was  launch¬ 
ed,  and  manned  with  Mr.  Greathead  and  South  Shields  pilots.  In 
the  course  of  a  few  minutes  they  reached  the  vessel  without  much 
difficulty,  and  picked  off  the  men  from  the  shrouds,  shivering  with 
cold,  and  almost  perished  with  fatigue.  One  man  in  making  too 
much  haste  to  enter  the  boat  fell  into  the  breakers,  but  was  imme¬ 
diately  recovered.  When  the  whole  crew  was  in  the  boat,  they 
rowed  towards  the  shore,  and  in  less  than  an  hour  from  the  time  the 
boat  was  launched  did  they  return  in  safety  to  the  South  Shields, 
without  a  single  accident. 

This  is  certainly  the  most  astonishing  and  hazardous  expedition 
that  any  Life-Boat  has  ever  yet  attempted  •  and  from  the  ease  and 
safety  with  which  she  went  to  and  from  the  brig,  having  shipped 
very  little  water,  it  can  scarcely  be  conceived  what  she  may  be  ca¬ 
pable  of  effecting. 


K 
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The  joy  that  appeared  to  pervade  the  people  on  shore,  when  the 

boat  returned  in  safety,  may  more  easily  be  conceived  than  de- 

\ 

scribed.  This  successful  enterprise  has  added  another  laurel  to  the 
inventor  of  the  Life-Boat  (Mr.  Greathead),  and  additional  lus¬ 
tre  to  the  Duke  of  Northumberland,  and  the  other  benevolent  pa¬ 
trons  of  an  invention,  which  has  rendered  such  important  service 
to  the  cause  of  humanity. 


stanza  xxx. 

See  anxious  Parents  throng  around 
The  British  Sage,  with  wfiom  is  found 
The  heaven-instructed  skill ; 

He  takes  their  children  in  his  arms, 

Secures  their  lives  from  future  harms, 

Defends  from  dreaded  ill . 

Extracts  from  the  Report  of  the  Introduction  and  Progress  of 
Vaccine  Inoculation  in  Bengal,  by  John  Shoolbred,  Esq.  Superin¬ 
tendent  General  of  Vaccine  Inoculation,  under  date  the  22d  March 
1804. 

The  year  1798  was  the  auspicious  era  in  which  the  world  was 
first  made  acquainted  with  the  happy  discovery  of  Dr.  Jenner. 

The  practice  of  vaccine  inoculation  was  begun  in  London  in 
January  1799,  and  has  ever  since  been  rapidly  increasing  in 
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Europe,  and  gradually  extending  its  benefits  to  every  quarter  of 
the  globe. 

The  accounts  of  the  new  inoculation  published  in  England,  soon 
reached  this  country,  and  excited,  as  might  have  been  expected,  a 
very  lively  interest  in  all  the  members  of  the  medical  profession, 
who  anticipated  with  anxiety  and  pleasure,  the  acquisition  of  a 
discovery,  which  promised  an  exemption  from  pain,  misery,  and 
premature  death,  to  so  large  a  portion  of  mankind. 

In  contemplating  a  period  so  auspicious  to  the  happiness  of  man  •< 
kind,  and  so  glorious  to  the  name  of  Jenner,  one  cannot  help  anti¬ 
cipating,  that,  while  an  approving  sovereign  and  an  admiring  country 
do  justice  to  the  talents,  wisdom,  and  energy  so  eminently  display¬ 
ed  in  the  military  and  political  career  of  our  Most  Noble  and  Illus¬ 
trious  Governor  General;  it  will  not  escape  the  notice  of  the  phi¬ 
losopher  and  the  philanthropist,  that  the  same  distinguished  ad¬ 
ministration  was  no  less  conspicuous  for  the  humanity  than  for  the 
vigour  of  its  measures  j  and  that  to  the  encouragement  afforded  to 
the  vaccine  inoculation  by  His  Excellency  the  Most  Noble  Mar¬ 
quis  Wellesley,  so  large  a  portion  of  the  globe  has  been  indebted  for 
the  enjoyment  derivable  from  the  greatest  discovery  that  ever  was 
made  by  man  for  the  benefit  of  his  fellow  creatures. 
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STANZA  XXXVIII. 

Africy  rejoice  !  thy  sons  no  more , 

Reluctant  torn  from  natal  shore , 

In  bondage  hard  shall  mourn  ; 

Great  George  the  good  has  set  them  free , 

His  laws  ensure  them  liberty. 

Vouchsafe  a  glad  return. 

And  looking  far  with  brows  serene, 

Beyond  Europa’s  troubled  scene. 

To  distant  climes  his  cares  display. 

His  guardian  care’s  celestial  ray; 

The  sacred  beam  till  sultry  Afric  see 

Burst  Slavery’s  galling  yoke,  and  boast  her  Sons  are  free. 

H.  J.  Pye,  Poet  Laureat. 

Thus  hath  it  pleased  Divine  Providence  to  distinguish  the  reign 
of  George  the  Third  by  circumstances  of  high  and  lasting  ho¬ 
nour.  There  are  two  events  which  we  have  not  yet  mentioned, 
that  are  sufficient  of  themselves  to  consecrate  the  memory  of  his 
reign,  throughout  all  generations.  The  first  event  is,  the  abolition 
of  the  slave-trade.  “  In  his  days’’  the  reproach  of  Britain  hath 
been  taken  away ;  and  a  jubilee  hath  been  given  to  Africa  for 
ever.  The  other  event  is,  the  establishing  of  the  Bible  Society. 
By  means  of  that  institution.  Great  Britain  may  be  now  represented 
as  standing  in  the  attitude  of  presenting  the  Word  of  God  to  all 
the  world,  a  blessing  of  greater  magnitude  than  any  other  which 
the  world  can  ever  receive  from  Great  Britain  as  a  nation. 

Buchanars’  British  Jubilee  Sermons. 
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STANZA  XL VIII. 

In  these  last  times  the  trumpets  blow 
The  deadly  blasts  of  human  woe , 

And  plagues  on  men  are  hurl’d  ; 

See  nation  after  nation  fall, 

Fierce  tears  the  tribes  of  tli  earth  appal, 
Convulse  the  trembling  world . 

Tlie  prophet  having  separately  detailed  the  effects  of  the  two  first 
ivoe  trumpets  in  the  East  and  in  the  IV est,  and  having  briefly  touch¬ 
ed  upon  the  sounding  of  the  third,  now  proceeds  to  give  us  a  more 
full  account  of  the  miseries  which  it  should  produce.  For  this 
purpose  he  divides  it  into  seven  periods,  which  he  distinguishes  by 
the  pouring  out  of  seven  phials ;  and  to  show  us  that  they  are  all 
comprehended  under  the  last  woe  trumpet,  the  commencement  of  the 
blast  of  which  he  had  already  announced,  he  styles  them  the  seven 
last  plagues,  &c.  &c. 

We  have  already  seen  that  the  third  woe  trumpet  began  to  sound 
on  the  12th  August  1 792  ;  immediately  the  limited  monarchy  of 
France  was  overthrown,  when  the  tyrannical  reign  of  liberty  and 
equality  commenced.  This  being  the  case  we  must  look  for  the 
pouring  out  of  all  the  seven  vials,  which  form  so  many  distinct 
periods  of  the  third  woe  trumpet,  posterior  to  the  12th  August  1792. 

Faber’s  Dissertation  on  the  Prophecies. 
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STANZA  XLIX. 

O  Britain  !  in  this  fearful  scene 
On  thee  thy  Maker  smiles  serene , 

From  thee  hides  not  his  face  ; 

But  through  thy  hands  his  blessing  sheds, 

Wide  o'er  the  world  the  Gospel  spreads, 

The  Covenant  of  Grace. 

What  a  splendid  spectacle  does  Great  Britain  present !  Stand¬ 
ing  firm  amidst  the  overthrow  of  the  nations,  and  spreading  wide 
the  shadow  of  her  wings  for  the  protection  of  all,  she  finds  herself 
at  leisure,  amidst  the  tumults  of  war,  to  form  benevolent  projects 
for  the  best  interests  of  mankind.  Her  generals  and  her  admirals 
have  caused  the  thunder  of  her  power  to  be  heard  throughout  the 
earth  5  now  her  ministers  of  religion  perform  their  part,  and  en¬ 
deavour  to  fulfil  the  high  destinies  of  Heaven  in  favour  of  their 
country.  They  called  on  their  fellow  creatures  to  cheer  the  de¬ 
sponding  nations  with  the  Book  of  the  promises  of  eternal  life,  and 
thus  afford  them  that  consolation,  from  the  prospect  of  a  happier 
world,  which  they  have  little  expectations  of  finding  amidst  the 
disasters  and  calamities  of  this.  The  summons  was  obeyed.  As 
fast  as  the  nature  of  the  undertaking  became  understood,  and  per¬ 
ceived  to  be  Glearly  distinct  from  all  party  business  and  visionary 
projects,  great  numbers  of  all  ranks  in  society,  and  all  persuasions 
in  religion,  joined  with  one  heart  and  one  soul,  and  began  to  impart 
freely  to  all  men  that  which,  next  to  the  Saviour,  is  God’s  best  gift 
to  man. 

The  Rev.  Henry  Martyn’s  Appeal. 
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There  is  another  source  of  the  increased  attention  to  religion  in 
this  country,  which  demands  our  grateful  acknowledgment  on 
this  day,  and  that  is,  the  laudable  desire,  now  so  general  in  this 
nation,  of  communicating  religious  knowledge  to  other  nations. 
The  beneficial  operation  of  this  solicitude,  for  the  happiness  of 
others,  is  far  more  extensive  than  is  generally  supposed.  And  it  is 
natural  to  expect  it  for  even  if  the  solicitude  wrere  unnecessary, 
if  the  success  were  visionary,  yet  the  endeavour  is  virtuous.  It  is 
of  itself,  it  must  be  confessed,  a  noble  and  disinterested  purpose  j 

and  the  exercise  of  it  tends  to  improve  the  very  best  principles 

/ 

and  affections  of  our  nature.  But  the  effect  is  no  longer  doubt¬ 
ful.  The  concern  for  others  hath  had  a  reflective  and  salutary  opera¬ 
tion  on  ourselves ,  by  exciting  more  attention ,  to  religion  at  home. 
Thus  have  we  experienced  that  “  mercy  is  twice  blessed,  blessing 
him  that  gives  and  him  that  takes.”  Thus  have  we  proved  the 
truth  of  our  Saviours  words,  “ Give,  and  it  shall  be  given  unto 

you  J  GOOD  MEASURE,  PRESSED  DOWN,  AND  SHAKEN  TOGETHER,  AND 

running  over  shall  men  give  into  your  bosom.”  These  blessings 
have  been  vouchsafed  to  us  under  the  auspices  of  a  King  who  is 
truly  a  Defender  of  the  Faith,  and  “  a  nursing  father  to  his  peo¬ 
ple.”  Thus  hath  it  pleased  Divine  Providence  to  distinguish  the 
reign  of  King  George  the  Third  by  circumstances  of  high  and 
lasting  honour. 


Buchanans  British  Jubilee  Sermon. 
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STANZA  LII. 

Thy  Martyrs  Papal  wrath  defied, 

To  found  thy  Church  they  dauntless  died \ 
Cemented  it  ivith  blood  ; 

Thy  Doctrine  built  upon  this  rock, 

The  modern  Atheist’s  hellish  shock 
It  firmly  hath  withstood. 

We  have  to  adore  the  divine  goodness,  that  the  faith  of  our 
Church  hath  remained  impregnable  and  unmoved  by  the  shock  of 
b fidelity.  There  was  a  time,  even  within  the  period  of  the  present 
reign,  when  the  progress  of  religious  unbelief  was  awfully  rapid 
amongst  Christian  nations.  Infidelity  was  the  germ  of  those  revo¬ 
lutions,  which  have  destroyed  the  social  and  political  relations  of  Eu¬ 
rope.  It  is  well  known,  that  the  power  which  is  now  overwhelm¬ 
ing  kingdoms,  first  appeard  in  the  character  of  infidelity.  And  its 
spirit,  probably,  still  pervades  the  body,  though  it  hath  assumed  a 
religious  form.  It  hath  assumed  such  a  form  from  necessity ;  for 
a  monarchy,  which  is  a  type  of  the  government  of  God,  cannot 
well  subsist  without  the  acknowledgment  of  a  religion. 

We  have,  therefore,  to  magnify  the  divine  mercy  that  our  Church 
remains  firm  and  unshaken  in  the  Doctrines  of  her  Founders  in 
those  scriptural  Doctrines  which  no  national  Church  of  equal  ex¬ 
tent,  that  we  know  of,  in  any  age  or  country,  ever  exhibited  in 
greater  purity,  or  for  a  greater  length  of  time.  Survey  the  whole 
circle  of  Christian  Churches  in  the  world  at  this  day  5  contemplate 
dispassionately  their  individual  character  and  efficiency,  since  the 
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period  of  the  Reformation ;  and  then  say,  whether  any  one  of  them 
hath  been  so  honoured  of  God  as  the  Church  of  England  ?  Whe¬ 
ther  any  one  of  them  hath  opposed  such  a  barrier  to  the  progress 
of  Infidelity,  or  hath  produced  so  many  volumes  of  genuine  piety, 
profound  learning,  and  erudite  theology,  as  the  Church  of  England 
— that  Church  which  was  founded  and  established  by  confessors  and 
martyrs  in  the  presence  of  the  Christian  world  ?  Every  man  who  is 
qualified  to  take  a  large  and  liberal  view  of  the  present  state  of  the 
Church  of  Christ,  and  who  knows  what  has  been  passing  in  it  since 
the  first  century,  will  be  able  to  answer  this  question.  Such  a 
person  will  be  able  to  acknowledge  the  peculiar  favour,  which  it  hath 
pleased  God  to  manifest  towards  the  established  communion  of 
England  j  and  which  hath  been  so  manifested  for  the  accomplish¬ 
ment  of  the  great  and  important  purposes  of  his  providence.  And 
this  divine  favour  hath  also  been  extended,  as  it  respects  purity  of 
faith  and  tranquil  duration,  to  the  established  Church  of  Scotland. 
Scotland  is  our  Sister  in  Church  and  State  j  and  she  would  now 
consider  an  injury  done  to  the  Church  of  England  as  being  fatal 
ultimately  to  herself.  What  then,  let  us  inquire,  have  been  the 
purposes  of  Divine  Providence,  in  the  permanent  establishment  of 
the  true  faith  in  these  kingdoms  ?  These  purposes  begin  to  be  un-  / 

folded  in  the  development  of  events.  They  appear  in  that  great 
work  now  imposed  on  our  nation ;  I  mean,  in  the  contest  she  is  now 
maintaining  with  the  enemy  of  mankind ;  since,  whatever  honour 
is  assigned  to  the  State,  for  its  defence  of  the  rights  and  liberties  of 
men,  is  derived,  ultimately,  from  the  duration  of  the  national  Church. 

For  in  this  warfare,  and  in  the  spirit  and  motive  which  animate  it, 
we  cannot  speak  of  the  State  as  distinct  from  the  Church.  The  ho¬ 
nour  of  the  grand  defence  is  due  to  that  union  of  great  power  and 
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pure  doctrine ,  which  we  before  noticed.  It  would  be  fatal  to  the 
State,  if  the  Church  were  overthrown  3  how  much  more  fatal  would 
it  be  to  religion,  and  to  the  peace  and  purity  of  religion  in  this 
country  ?  Consider  for  a  moment,  the  consequences  that  would 
ensue,  if  the  constitution  of  our  Church  were  at  this  time  to  be  de¬ 
stroyed.  There  would  follow,  probably,  a  scene  of  religious  anar¬ 
chy  and  licentious  opinion  in  this  land,  no  less  to  be  dreaded  than 
if  the  monarchy  itself  were  destroyed.  Let  every  man,  then,  who 
loves  his  country,  and  knows  how  to  appreciate  religious  liberty, 
pray  for  the  stability  and  permanency  of  the  Church  of  England. 

Buchanan’s  British  Jubilee  Sermon. 

STANZA  LIII. 

As  on  fair  Circe's  treacherous  Isle 
Th *  Enchantress,  icith  ensnaring  guile , 
Transform  d  the  human  kind ; 

Thus  Gallia  baneful  evil  sheds , 

Pernicious  tenets  ividely  spreads, 

And  subjugates  the  mind. 

On  the  2Ctli  August  1/92,  the  denial  of  a  God  was  for  the  first 
time  formally  established  by  law  in  France.  At  this  period,  in 
consequence  of  the  success  of  the  French  Revolution,  Correspond¬ 
ing  Societies  and  Atheistical  Clubs  were  every  where  held  fearlessly 
and  undisguisedly.  All  Europe  seemed  to  have  drunk  deep  of  the 
cup  of  trembling;  scarcely  a  Christian  was  to  be  found  within  the 
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Papal  Latin  Earth ;  and  in  Protestant  countries  many  who  had 
clean  escaped  from  them  that  live  in  error,  had  been  allured 

t 

through  the  lusts  of  the  flesh,  by  vain  promises  of  liberty,  of  a  law¬ 
less  freedom  from  all  restraint,  both  civil  and  religious,  to  forsake  the 
religion  of  their  fathers.  At  this  period,  the  project  of  converting 
all  the  kingdoms  of  the  earth  into  atheistical  republics,  formed 
after  the  model  of  the  misshapen  democracy  of  France,  was  unre¬ 
servedly  and  triumphantly  avowed  by  infidel  demagogues,  and 
loudly  and  incessantly  applauded  by  the  populace  throughout  the 
whole  Roman  City. 

Faber’s  Dissertation  on  the  Prophecies. 

STANZA  LXII. 

Behold  Ambition's  restless  arm 
Disturbs  the  earth  with  dire  alarm, 

And  Jills  the  world  with  gloom  ; 

Tremendous  moves  the  haughty  Gaul, 

Before  his  ire  the  nations  fall , 

\  y  '*  | 

And  feel  a  captive's  doom. 

Behold !  my  friend,  o’er  Europe’s  hapless  land 
Almighty  Vengeance  stretch  its  iron  hand; 

Its  impious  agent  every  realm  enthral. 

And  wfith  wide-wasting  carnage  cover  all ; 

The  human  fiend,  each  day,  each  hour  he  lives, 

Still  to  the  world  some  baneful  evil  gives ; 

His  throne  a  pile  of  human  sculls  sustains. 

And  bones  that  fell  on  those  unhappy  plains, 
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Where  pale  Toulon  lay  prest  beneath  her  dead. 

Where  Lodi  fought,  and  fell  Marengo  bled  ; 

Professing  every  faith,  he  mocks  his  God, 

And  Virtue  trembles  underneath  his  rod; 

The  nations  crouching  round,  his  pomp  adorn,  , 

Britannia  sits  apart  and  smiles  in  scorn. 

Calm  and  unhurt  amidst  his  impious  ire. 

While  trembling  millions  from  the  strife  retire. 

So  round  some  cliff,  when  now  the  tempest  roars. 

And  the  weak  linnet  downward  turns  his  oars. 

The  royal  eagle,  from  his  craggy  throne. 

Mounts  the  loud  storm,  majestic  and  alone. 

And  steers  his  plumes  athwart  the  dark  profound. 

While  roaring  thunders  replicate  around. 

Polyphus* 


STANZA  LXXI. 


Where'er  his  march  great  Arthur  bends , 
Fair  Victory  still  his  paths  attends , 

With  Honour  and  Renown  ; 

Where'er  he  moves ,  Applause  and  Fame 
His  matchless  actions  still  proclaim , 
With  wreaths  of  glory  crown. 


Such  are  thy  triumphs,  matchless  Wellington ! 
Well  may  green  Erin  boast  her  gallant  son; 
The  nations  freed  by  thee  shall  long  record 
The  conquests  of  the  great,  the  valiant  Lord. 
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While  sounds  of  ecstacy  from  Britain  rise, 

And  spread  the  notes  of  triumph  through  the  skies; 

While  grateful  Europe  joins  the  world’s  acclaim, 

And  proud  Aggression  trembles  at  thy  name ; 

Thy  country’s  harp,  with  richest,  mellowest  tone. 

Shall  fondly  claim  thy  honours  as  her  own. 

Mrs.  Grant  of  Laggan. 

STANZA  LXXX. 

For  mercy ,  love,  and  sovereignty, 

Britannia,  bend  the  fervent  knee, 

Thou  handmaid  of  the  Lord  ; 

And  pray  that  by  thy  humble  hands 
May  be  fulfill’d  his  high  commands, 

According  to  his  word. 

Vide  Bishop  Horsley’s  translation  of  the  18th  Chapter  of  the 
Book  of  the  Prophet  Isaiah. 

1.  Ho!  land  spreading  wide  the  shadow  of  (thy)  wings,  which 
art  beyond  the  rivers  of  Cush. 

2.  Accustomed  to  send  messengers  by  sea,  even  bulrush  vessels 
upon  the  surface  of  the  waters.  Go,  swift  messengers !  unto  a  na¬ 
tion  dragged  away  and  plucked ;  unto  a  nation  wonderful  from 
their  beginning  hitherto  !  a  nation  expecting,  expecting,  and  tram¬ 
pled  under  foot,  whose  lands  rivers  have  spoiled. 
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3.  All  ye,  the  inhabitants  of  the  world,  and  dwellers  upon 
earth,  shall  see  the  lifting  up,  as  it  were,  of  a  banner,  upon  the 
mountain  5  and  shall  hear  the  sounding,  as  it  were,  of  a  trumpet. 

4.  For  thus  saith  Jehovah  unto  me  3  I  will  sit  still  (but  I  will 
keep  my  eyes  upon  my  prepared  habitation)  as  the  parching  heat 
just  before  lightning,  as  the  dewy  clouds  in  the  heat  of  harvest. 

5.  For,  afore  the  harvest,  when  the  bud  is  coming  to  perfection, 
and  the  blossom  is  become  a  juicy  berry,  he  will  cut  off  the  useless 
shoots  with  pruning  hooks,  and  the  bill  shall  take  away  the  lux¬ 
uriant  branches. 

6.  They  shall  be  left  together  to  the  birds  of  prey  of  the  moun¬ 
tains,  and  to  the  beasts  of  the  earth.  And  upon  them  shall  the 
birds  of  prey  summer,  and  all  the  beasts  of  the  earth  upon  them 
shall  winter. 

7.  At  that  season  a  present  shall  be  led  to  Jehovah  of  Hosts 
of  a  people  dragged  away  and  plucked,  even  of  a  people  wonderful 
from  their  beginning  hitherto,  a  nation  expecting,  expecting,  and 
trampled  under  foot,  whose  lands  rivers  have  spoiled,  unto  the 
place  of  the  name  of  Jehovah  of  Hosts,  Mount  Zion. 

COMMENTARY. 

The  shadow  of  thy  wings.']  The  shadow  of  wings  is  a  very 
useful  image  in  prophetic  language  for  protection  afforded  by  the 
stronger  to  the  weak.  God’s  protection  of  his  servants  is  described 
by  their  being  safe  under  the  shadow  of  his  wings.  And  in  this  pas- 


(  79  ) 


sage,  the  broad  shadowing  wings  may  be  intended  to  characterize 
some  great  people  who  should  be  famous  for  the  protection  they 
should  give  to  those  whom  they  received  into  their  alliance  and  I 
cannot  but  think  that  this  is  the  most  simple  and  natural  exposi  ¬ 
tion  of  the  expression.  Mr.  Faber  says,  he  would  rather  translate 
the  passage,  Ho  !  land  of  the  perpetual  shadow  of  sails.  In  either 
case  it  is  equally  applicable  to  a  great  maritime  nation. 

To  send  Messengers."]  The  original  word  may  be  taken  for  per¬ 
sons  employed  between  nation  and  nation  for  the  purpose,  either 
of  negociation  or  commerce. 

Bulrush  i Vessels. ~]  Navigable  vessels  are  certainly  meant.  If 
the  country  spoken  of  be  distant  from  Egypt,  vessels  of  bulrush 
are  only  used  as  an  apt  image,  on  account  of  their  levity,  for  quick 
sailing  vessels  of  any  material.  The  country,  therefore,  to  which 
the  prophet  calls,  is  characterized  as  one  which,  in  the  days  of  the 
completion  of  the  prophecy,  should  be  a  great  maritime  and  com¬ 
mercial  power,  forming  remote  alliances,  making  distant  voyages 
to  all  parts  of  the  world  with  expedition  and  security,  and  in  the 
habit  of  affording  protection  to  their  friends  and  allies,  &c.  &c. 

A  nation  dragged  away. ]  The  dispersed  Jew^ :  a  nation  drag- 
ged  aw^ay  from  its  proper  seat,  and  plucked  of  its  wealth  and  pow¬ 
er  j  a  people  wonderful  from  their  beginning  to  this  very  time  for 
the  special  providence  which  ever  has  attended  them,  and  directed 
their  fortunes  a  nation  still  lingering  in  expectation  of  the  Mes¬ 
siah,  who  so  long  since  came,  and  was  rejected  by  them,  and  now 
is  coming  again  in  glory  a  nation  universally  trampled  under  foot 
whose  land  rivers,  armies  of  foreign  invaders,  the  Assyrians,  the 
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Babylonians,  Syro-Macedonians,  Romans,  Saracens,  and  Turks  have 
over-run  and  depopulated. 

At  that  season  a  present  shall  he  led-~\  Immediately  after  the 
purgation  of  the  Church,  at  the  very  time,  when  the  bird  of  prey, 
with  all  the  beasts  of  the  earth.  Antichrist  with  his  rebel  rout,  shall 
have  fixed  his  seat  between  the  seas,  in  the  holy  mountain,  a  pre¬ 
sent  shall  be  brought, — the  nation  described  in  verse  2d,  as  those 
to  whom  the  swift  messengers  are  sent,  after  their  long  infidelity 
shall  be  brought  as  a  present  unto  Jehovah.  They  shall  be  con¬ 
verted  to  the  acknowledgment  of  the  truth,  and  they  shall  be 
brought  to  the  place  of  the  name  of  Jehovah,  to  Mount  Zion  :  they 
shall  be  settled  in  peace  and  prosperity,  in  the  land  of  their  origi¬ 
nal  inheritance. 

This,  then,  is  the  sum  of  the  prophecy,  and  the  substance  of  the 
message  sent  to  the  people  dragged  away  and  plucked.  That,  in 
the  latter  ages,  after  a  long  suspension  of  the  visible  interposition 
of  Providence,  God,  who  all  the  while  regards  that  dwelling  place 
which  he  will  never  abandon,  and  is  at  all  times  directing  the  events 
of  the  world  to  the  accomplishment  of  his  own  purposes  of  wis¬ 
dom  and  mercy,  immediately  before  the  final  gathering  of  his  elect 
from  the  four  winds  of  heaven,  will  purify  his  Church  by  such  sig¬ 
nal  judgments  as  shall  rouze  the  attention  of  the  whole  world,  and, 
in  the  end,  strike  all  nations  with  religious  awe. 

At  this  period,  the  apostate  faction  will  occupy  the  holy  land. 
This  faction  will  certainly  be  an  instrument  of  those  judgments  by 
which  the  Church  will  be  purified.  That  judgment  is  not  at  all 
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inconsistent  with  the  seeming  prosperity  of  the  affairs  of  the  athe- 
istical  confederacy ;  but  after  such  duration,  as  God  shall  see  fit  to 
allow  to  the  plenitude  of  his  power,  the  Jews,  converted  to  the 
faith  of  Christ,  will  be  unexpectedly  restored  to  their  ancient  pos¬ 
sessions.  The  swift  messengers  will  certainly  have  a  considerable 
share,  as  instruments  in  the  hand  of  God,  in  the  restoration  of  the 
chosen  people :  otherwise,  to  what  purpose  are  they  called  upon 
(verse  1.)  to  receive  their  commission  from  the  prophet  ?  It  will 
perhaps  be  some  part  of  their  business  to  afford  the  Jews  the  assis¬ 
tance  and  protection  of  their  fleets.  This  seems  to  be  insinuated 
in  the  imagery  of  the  1st  verse.  But  the  principal  part  they  will 
have  to  act,  will  be  that  of  the  carrier  of  God’s  message  to  his  peo¬ 
ple.  This  character  seems  to  describe  some  Christian  country, 
where  the  prophecies  relating  to  the  latter  ages  will  meet  with  par¬ 
ticular  attention,  where  the  literal  sense  of  those  which  promise 
the  restoration  of  the  Jewish  people  will  be  strenuously  upheld, 
and  where  they  will  be  so  successfully  expounded  as  to  be  the 
principal  means,  by  God’s  blessing,  of  removing  the  veil  from  the 
hearts  of  the  Israelites.  Those  who  shall  be  the  instruments  of  this 
blessed  work,  may  well  be  described  as  the  carrier  of  God’s  mes¬ 
sage  to  his  people,  &c.  &c. 

Bishop  of  St.  Asaph’s  Letter  on  Isaiah  xviii. 


About  the  expiration  of  the  1260  years,  the  eyes  of  one  great  divi¬ 
sion  of  the  scattered  Jews  will  be  opened;  and  they  will  joyfully 
embrace  the  faith  of  that  Redeemer,  whom  they  have  so  long  reject¬ 
ed  and  despised.  In  effecting,  first  their  conversion,  and  after¬ 
wards  their  restoration,  some  mighty  maritime  nation  of  faithful  wor¬ 
shippers  will  be  principally  instrumental.  To  this  great  division 
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of  Judah,  destined  to  be  brought  to  the  knowledge  of  the  truth, 
while  yet  in  the  land  of  their  dispersion,  the  maritime  worshippers 
will  be  sent,  the  appointed  messengers  of  God,  in  swiftly  sailing 
vessels ;  and,  reverently  obedient  to  the  divine  command,  they  will 
bear  them  safely  in  a  mighty  fleet,  as  a  present  to  the  Lord  of  Hosts, 
to  the  place  of  his  holy  name,  even  Mount  Zion.  The  Jews,  there¬ 
fore,  who  are  thus  converted  and  brought  back  by  sea,  must  clear¬ 
ly  be  such  Jews  as  shall  be  scattered  either  through  the  dominions 
and  colonies  of  the  maritime  power  ,•  or  through  those  of  other  smaller 
maritime  nations  in  alliance  with,  and  professing  the  same  faith  as, 
the  great  naval  power  itself. 

Faber’s  Dissertation  on  the  Prophecies. 

STANZA  CXXVIII. 

The  kingdoms  of  this  world  are  o’er, 

Mortals  shall  rule  on  earth  no  more, 

Nor  regal  honours  claim ; 

Tri-une  Jehovah  reigns  alone, 

Ye  nations !  bow  before  his  throne. 

Adore  his  holy  name . 

When  the  traveller,  who  has  been  overtaken  in  the  wilds  of 
Africa  by  the  shades  of  night,  before  he  could  reach  his  destined 
place  of  safety,  hears  the  famished  wolves  howl,  and  the  fierce  and 
hungry  lions  roar  around,  with  what  eagerness  he  looks  for  the  re* 
turn  of  day  to  chase  them  to  their  dens,  and  deliver  him  from  his 
fears !  Perhaps  with  still  keener  longing,  the  mariner,  whose  vessel* 
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tossed  by  the  winds  in  a  tempestuous  night,  has  struck  on  a  reef 
of  rocks  where  the  waves  break  over  her  from  time  to  time,  sighs 
for  the  morning  light,  that  he  may  see  if  there  be  land  in  view,  and 
if  possible  effect  his  escape.  To  ascend  to  a  higher  theme,  are  there 
not  multitudes  of  the  disciples  of  Christ,  who,  in  this  spiritual  dark¬ 
ness  of  the  church — dreading  the  cries  of  those  grievous  wolves 
which  are  attempting  to  devour  the  flock  of  the  Redeemer,  and 
trembling  at  the  fearful  sound  of  that  roaring  lion,  who  goeth  about 
seeking  whom  he  may  devour — are  with  the  most  intense  desires 
looking  for  that  joyful  season  to  the  church,  when  no  ravenous 
beast  shall  be  there  to  disturb  the  repose  of  the  saints  and  Satan 
shall  be  bound  a  thousand  years.  How  many  Christians  are  there, 
who,  like  the  shipwrecked  mariner,  are  lifting  up  their  heart  and 
their  voice,  for  the  light  of  the  millennial  day  to  put  an  end  to 
all  those  storms  which  have  endangered  the  peace  and  safety  of  the 
church,  and  to  introduce  that  lasting  calm  and  security  which  the 
spirit  of  prophecy  has  taught  us  to  expect ! 

Or  shall  we  consider  the  subject  as  better  illustrated  by  a  more 
hallowed  resemblance?  The  Lord  Jesus  predicted  that,  on  the 
third  day  after  his  crucifixion,  he  should  rise  from  the  dead.  Can 
you  conceive  the  eagerness  of  desire,  and  the  vivid  trembling  of 
hope,  with  which  his  disciples  looked  forward  to  the  day  when  the 
Saviour,  whom  they  saw  expire  on  the  accursed  tree,  should  be 
raised  from  the  grave,  and  bless  them  with  his  presence  and  his  love  ? 
And  are  there  not  tens  of  thousands  of  the  followers  of  the  Lamb 
wTith  equal  ardour  directing  their  eyes  to  the  joyful  period,  when 
the  Lord  Jesus  shall  be  beheld  arrayed  in  a  glory  in  which  he  never 
appeared  before  j  and  when  there  shall  be  seen  with  him  those 
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blessed  and  holy  ones  who  have  a  part  in  the  first  resurrection, 
over  whom  the  second  death  shall  have  no  power  ?  Do  they  not 
cry  out,  “  O  when  will  the  shadows  of  the  night  of  ignorance,  su¬ 
perstition,  idolatry,  and  wickedness  flee  away !  when  will  the  day 
of  the  Redeemer’s  glory  dawn,  and  the  Sun  of  Righteousness  arise 
on  all  the  nations  of  the  earth; — and  what  will  the  duration  of  that 
season  of  delights  be !” 

Without  taking  upon  me  to  name  the  precise  year  of  the  com¬ 
mencement  of  Antichrist’s  reign,  shall  I  suppose  it  will  have  ceased, 
and  the  Millennium  commence  about  the  two  thousandth  year  of 
the  Christian  era,  and  the  seventh  thousand  of  the  years  of  the 
wrorld’s  existence  prove  a  glorious  sabbatic  day  of  rest  and  peace 
and  joy?  Perhaps  it  would  disappoint  the  ardent  hope  of  its  earli¬ 
er  approach,  which  some  fondly  entertain :  and  I  think  I  can  per¬ 
ceive  the  disappointment  expressed  in  your  sorrowful  looks.  But 
if  you  view  the  subject  with  attention,  there  will  be  no  cause  either 
for  disappointment  or  for  grief,  but  infinitely  much  for  gladness  and 
rejoicing.  You  have  not  even  the  shadow  of  a  reason  for  ceasing 
from  your  benevolent  exertions  in  despondency  •  but  the  best  and 
most  forcible  of  reasons  for  proceeding  in  your  endeavours  to  hast¬ 
en  the  glory  of  the  latter  days,  with  all  the  ardour  of  the  most  lively 
hope,  and  with  the  fullest  assurance  of  seeing  greater  things  in  the 
success  of  the  Gospel  than  the  world  has  yet  beheld. 

So  delightful  a  state  of  the  world  must,  charm  every  one  who  has 
a  heart  to  feel  for  the  honour  of  God  and  the  happiness  of  the 
human  race.  But  how  long  will  this  paradisaical  state  continue  ? — 
is  a  question  which  all  will  naturally  ask.  For  an  answer,  let  us 
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have  recourse  to  the  law  and  to  the  testimony,  meekly  consult  the 
oracles  of  God,  and  reverently  attend  to  the  response  they  utter. 
“  O  that  it  may  be  of  long,  long  duration,”  is  your  fervent  wish. 
Listen  to  the  voice  of  God,  and  receive  the  answer  from  his  lips. 
The  prophet  Isaiah,  speaking  of  that  season,  describes  its  duration 
in  the  following  terms,  ch.  lx.  15:  “  Whereas  thou  hast  been  for¬ 
saken  and  hated,  so  that  no  man  went  through  thee,  I  will  make 
thee  an  eternal  excellency,  the  joy  of  many  generations.”  That  by 
these  expressions,  a  long  period  of  time  is  denoted,  all  will  allow : 
how  long,  none  can  say.  But  the  precise  space,  which  is  not  mark¬ 
ed  by  the  Old  Testament  prophets,  is  specified  in  the  New :  and, 
what  is  exceedingly  remarkable,  six  times  within  the  compass  of 
the  first  seven  verses  of  the  chapter,  from  which  the  text  is  taken, 
it  is  declared  to  be  a  thousand  years. 

Some  expositors  of  the  Apocalypse  have  argued,  that  the  pro¬ 
phecy  in  the  text  is  not  to  be  understood  in  a  literal  sense.  Ac¬ 
cording  to  their  interpretation,  instead  of  a  thousand  common 
years,  as  a  year  consists  of  365  days,  each  of  these  days  signifies  a 
year;  so  that  the  whole  will  amount  to  365,000  years.  Such 
they  conceive  to  be  the  duration  of  the  Millennium :  and  we  need 
not  wonder  that  they  exult  in  their  interpretation,  as  present¬ 
ing  to  view  a  period  so  immense  during  which  knowledge, 
sanctity,  and  happiness  will  reign  over  the  face  of  the  whole 
earth;  and  so  vast  a  revenue  of  glory  will  accrue  to  God  and  to 
his  Christ,  from  the  salvation  of  a  multitude  which  no  man  can 
number.  The  prospect  is  so  extensive  and  so  grand,  that  in  gaz¬ 
ing  on  the  scenes  which  surround  us  on  every  side,  and  stretch 
away  almost  to  the  bounds  of  the  everlasting  hills,  we  are  lost 
in  wonder  and  amazement. 
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By  a  more  numerous  class  of  students  of  the  prophetic  doctrine, 
the  words  of  the  text  are  interpreted  according  to  their  natural 
meaning,  and  are  conceived  to  signify  precisely  a  thousand  years, 
and  neither  more  nor  less. 

Should  it  be  granted,  that  the  Christian  prophet  uses  a  definite 
for  an  indefinite  number — a  thousand  years  for  a  long  succession  of 
ages: — this,  I  think,  may  be  confidently  asserted  for  the  honour  of 
God, — that  mankind  will  be  no  losers  by  this  interpretation ; — that 
the  Millennium  will  not  be  less  than  a  thousand  years,  but  it  may 
be  more  5  and  every  year  is  unspeakably  precious,  as  a  year  of  know¬ 
ledge,  holiness,  and  felicity,  over  the  face  of  the  whole  earth. 

When  the  Millennium  arrives,  it  will  display  the  redemption  of 
sinners  in  all  its  splendour.  The  divine  plan  from  eternity ;  the 
person  of  the  Mediator  as  God  manifest  in  the  flesh  5  the  infinite 
merit  of  his  obedience  5  the  atonement  made  by  his  sufferings  unto 
death,  and  the  intercession  at  the  Father  s  right  hand  the  bless¬ 
ings  resulting  from  the  mediation  of  Christ,  pardon  and  reconciliation 
with  God,  the  sanctification  of  the  soul  by  the  Holy  Ghost,  commu¬ 
nion  with  Jehovah  here  and  eternal  felicity  in  heaven :  these  grand 
truths,  which  form  the  outlines  of  redemption,  will  be  distinctly 
understood  and  cordially  received,  and  produce  the  most  delight¬ 
ful  effects.  Sanctity  of  character,  loyalty  to  God,  benevolence  to 
the  whole  family  of  man,  harmony  in  private  life,  peace  between 
nations,  and  an  extraordinary  degree  of  happiness — these  will  be 
extended,  with  the  Gospel  which  produced  them,  over  the  face  of 
the  whole  globe. — From  the  rising  of  the  sun  to  his  going  down,  it 
is  now  evident,  that  the  Lord  is  King  over  all  the  earth.  By  the 
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love  and  dutifulness  of  the  subjects,  the  excellence  of  the  ruler  and 
of  his  government  will  be  displayed;  and  it  will  be  displayed  also 
in  the  communication  of  extraordinary  measures  of  happiness  to 
all  who  are  under  his  dominion.  There  shall  be  no  more  curse  ; 
then  shall  the  earth  yield  her  increase ;  abundance  shall  every 
where  reign  ;  and  contentment,  peace,  and  joy,  fill  the  hearts  of 
the  people  in  every  nation.  Then  will  this  hymn  of  praise  be  sung 
in  the  loudest  strains :  “  The  Lord  reigneth,  let  the  earth  rejoice j 

let  the  multitude  of  isles  be  glad  thereof.” 

Bogue  on  the  Millennium. 


At  the  beginning  of  the  time  of  unexampled  trouble,  that  is  to 
say,  at  the  expiration  of  the  1260  years,  (which  commenced  in  the 
year  606,)  the  Almighty  will  put  forth  his  hand  to  bring  back  lus 
ancient  people  the  Jews  to  the  country  of  their  fathers  ;  and,  when 
Antichrist  is  overthrown,  the  lost  ten  tribes  of  Israel  will  likewise  be 
restored,  henceforth  to  form  only  one  people  with  Judah ,  (these 
events  will  occupy  a  space  of  75  years  more  ; )  then  will  the  first  re¬ 
surrection  take  place,  and  the  Millennium  will  commence. 

That  there  will  be  a  preternatural  manifestation  of  the  Messiah  at 
this  eventful  period,  we  have,  I  think  with  Mr.  Mede,  reason  to 
expect. 

The  Millennium,  which  is  styled  the  reign  of  Christ  aad  his  saints 
upon  earth ,  or  the  reign  of  the  symbolical  mountain,  will  comprize 
the  space,  either  of  1000  years,  or  of 365,000  years,  according  as  the 
number  predicted  be  composed  of  natural  or  prophetic  years. 
Which  of  the  two  be  intended  by  St.  John,  the  event  must  deter- 
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mine  :  the  first  seems  the  most  probable  j  yet  I  see  not  why  any 
person  should  be  blamed  for  supposing  that  the  Apostle  meant  the 
second  as  it  is  well  observed  by  Dr.  Paley,  “  We  ought  constant¬ 
ly  to  bear  in  mind  this  momentous  truth,  that,  in  the  hands  of  the 
Deity  time  is  nothing,  that  he  has  eternity  to  act  in.  The  Chris¬ 
tian  dispensation,  nay  the  world  itself,  may  be  in  its  infancy.  A 
more  perfect  display  of  the  power  of  Christ  and  of  his  religion  may 
be  in  reserve,  and  the  ages  which  it  may  endure  after  the  obsta¬ 
cles  and  impediments  to  its  reception  are  removed,  may  be,  be¬ 
yond  comparison,  longer  than  those  which  we  have  seen,  in  which 
it  has  been  struggling  writh  great  difficulties,  and  most  especially 
with  ignorance  and  prejudice.” 

Faber’s  Dissertation  on  the  Prophecies. 

* 

STANZA  CXLVII. 

For  Christ  must  reign  till  every  foe, 

Bending  the  haughty  forehead  low, 

Shall  at  his  foot-stool  fall ; 

Then  shall  the  Son,  ivith  filial  hand, 

Resign  his  sceptre's  wide  command, 

And  God  he  All  in  all. 

“For  as  in  Adam  all  die,  even  so  in  Christ  shall  all  be  made  alive, 

but  every  man  in  his  own  order.” 

* 

1st.  Christ  the  firstfruits. — This  was  accomplished  at  our  Saviour’s 
resurrection,  as  it  is  written,  “Now  is  Christ  risen  from 
the  dead,  and  become  the  firstfruits  of  them  that  slept.” 
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2dly.  Afterwards  they  that  are  Christ's  at  his  coming. — The 
resurrection  of  the  just  at  the  Millennium.  "  Blessed  and 
holy  is  he  that  hath  part  in  the  first  resurrection  j  on  such 
the  second  death  hath  no  power,  but  they  shall  be  priests 
of  God  and  of  Christ,  and  shall  reign  with  him  a  thousand 
years.” 

3dly.  Then  cometh  the  end. — The  general  resurrection.  “  When 
he  shall  have  delivered  up  the  kingdom  to  God,  even  the 
Father  5  when  he  shall  have  put  down  all  rule  and  all  autho¬ 
rity  and  power.  For  he  must  reign  till  he  hath  put  all 
enemies  under  his  feet.  The  last  enemy  that  shall  be 
destroyed  is  deat|i.  And  when  all  things  shall  be  subdued 
unto  him,  then  shall  the  Son  also  himself  be  subject  unto 
him  that  put  aU  things  under  him,  that  God  may  be  All 
in  all.” 
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'Tis  thus  divine  protection  guards  our  coasts, 

Walks  forth  in  majesty  before  our  hosts. 

And  bids  our  land  with  joyful  shouts  resound. 

To  hail  her  gallant  sons  with  conquest  crown’d. 

Mbs.  Grant  of  Laggan, 

Dulce  et  decorum  est  pro  catria  mori. 

Hor.  lib.  iii.  Ode  ii. 


’ 


- 


J. 


- 

* 


*  . 


. 


1 

DEDICATION 


OF  THE  FIRST  EDITION. 


TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE 


GILBERT,  LORD  MINTO, 

Governor  General  of  British  India , 

fyc.  fyc.  fyc. 

My  Lord, 

Deign  to  accept  the  patronage  of  the  following  Poems  3 
being  a  tribute  of  my  Patriotism  to  a  great  and  exalted  country, 
and  of  my  Loyalty  to  a  revered  and  beloved  Sovereign  3  whose  vir¬ 
tues  are  justly  represented  by  your  Lordship’s  parental  administra¬ 
tion  over  these  valuable  and  extensive  provinces. 

I  have  the  honour  to  be,  with  deference. 


Calcutta, 
April  8th ,  1812. 


My  Lord, 

Your  Lordship’s  most  obedient. 
Humble  Servant, 

JOHN  URQUHART. 
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INTRODUCTION. 


i. 

’Twas  in  a  vision  heavenly  bright, 

As  I  lay  musing  in  the  night, 

Half  sleeping,  half  awake, 

When  Britain's  Genius  by  my  bed 
Appear’d,  and  gently  raised  my  head. 
And  thus  he  mildly  spake. 

II. 

“  Rise,  favour’d  bard !  resound  the  lyre, 
And  I  will  all  thy  songs  inspire. 

And  cause  thy  verse  to  flow; 

Thy  Loyal  Sentiments  impart. 

And  Patriot  Love  that  warms  thy  heart ; 
Thy  thoughts  let  nations  know7.” 
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HI. 

Obedient  to  thy  great  command. 
Behold!  I  raise  my  feeble  hand 
To  strike  the  tuneful  lyre; 

Teach  me  to  sound  each  vocal  string 
Teach  me  each  noble  theme  to  sing 
With  thy  own  sacred  fire. 
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AN  ADDRESS  TO  THE  DEITY. 


O  God  !  thy  ways  are  all  with  goodness  fraught, 
Beyond  the  utmost  stretch  of  human  thought ; 

O’er  all  thy  works  thy  love  and  mercy  shine  ; 

Vast  links  of  beings  own  thy  hand  divine. 

Thy  potent  voice  bade  countless  systems  roll ; 

Thy  power  supports,  thy  wisdom  guides  the  whole. 
Sustaining  food  thou  dost  for  all  supply, 

\ 

Nor  unregarded  is  the  raven’s  cry. 

Harmless  the  thunders  roll,  innoxious  tempests  blow 
W ithout  thy  will  no  sparrow  is  laid  low. 

From  thee  prolific  Nature  drew  her  birth. 

And  race  successive  fills  the  spacious  earth  : 

At  thy  command  again  to  dust  we  turn. 

While  sorrowing  friends  around  our  relics  mourn; 
As  rise  and  burst  the  bubbles  in  the  sea, 

Thus  are  we  lost  in  vast  eternity. 
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While  o’er  the  troubled  waves  of  life  we  roam. 

And,  anxious,  seek  at  last  a  peaceful  home. 

High  o’er  the  strand  fair  Zion’s  summits  rise. 

And  Calvary’s  Cross  attracts  our  wandering  eyes : 
O  Sun  of  Righteousness !  whose  cheering  ray 
On  healing  wings  sheds  forth  the  perfect  day. 

Oh  light  us  onward  to  that  heavenly  shore, 

W  here  sorrow,  pain,  aud  death,  are  known  no  more. 
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THE  CARDINAL  VIRTUES. 

Addressed  to  His  Most  Gracious  Majesty  George 

the  Third . 

Deign,  gracious  Sovereign!  to  accept  the  theme. 
While  wrapt  in  majesty  thou  sitt’st  supreme ; 

While  thy  pure  soul  from  Britain’s  throne  surveys 
Kind  Heaven  protracting  still  thy  prosperous  days. 

Th’  exalted  theme  with  rising  rapture  fires 
A  loyal  bard,  and  all  his  soul  inspires ; 

His  firstfruits  offer’d  to  the  Power  Divine, 

He  brings  his  second  to  thy  sacred  shrine ; 

Warm’d  with  allegiance  all  his  bosom  glows. 

While  through  his  verse  the  faithful  homage  flows. 

Great  and  illustrious  Sire !  who  can  refrain 
To  contemplate  the  glories  of  thy  reign  ? 

See!  each  transcendant  Virtue  joins  to  raise 
A  monument  of  everlasting  praise, 

t 

That  distant  ages  shall  with  wonder  say, 

“  Behold  the  glories  of  great  George’s  sway!” 
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Thy  Justice  lifts  her  even  scales  on  high. 

And  views  the  balance  with  impartial  eye  ; 

Respect  of  persons  thy  firm  laws  deny. 

Protect  the  just,  and  bid  the  guilty  die; 

Rut  oft,when judgment  claims  the  forfeit-breath. 
Pursues  her  victim,  and  demands  its  death. 

Thy  gracious  mercy  mildly  cries  “  Forbear/' 

And  life's  prolong'd  to  bless  thy  saving  care. 

Though  nations  join  and  Britain's  power  assail. 

Yet  all  their  strength  combined  shall  ne’er  prevail ; 
For  Fortitude  controls  the  deep  profound. 

And  with  her  shield  protects  thy  coasts  around ; 
Secure  and  tranquil  sees  the  storm  arise. 

Firm  and  undaunted  all  its  rage  defies ; 

In  Nelson's  voice  bids  British  lions  roar. 

Invasion  shrinks,  and  shuns  the  fatal  shore. 

But  envious  Fates  all  sicken  at  the  sight 
Of  England’s  glory,  and  her  harvests  blight ; 

While  vengeful  Fortune  blasts  the  promised  year. 
And  dooms  thy  subjects  to  a  dearth  severe: 
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But  Temperance  quickly  to  their  rescue  flies. 

O’er  all  the  land  her  frugal  art  applies. 

Sustaining  food  with  Nature’s  wants  compares, 
Then  Ceres’  gifts  with  sparing  hand  she  shares  ; 
Blest  in  her  aid,  possess’d  of  art  divine. 

No  more  they  sigh,  no  longer  they  repine. 

Her  presence  deem  an  unexhausted  store, 

And  scarcely  wish  for  grains  from  Bengal’s  shore. 

The  reins  of  guidance  o’er  that  fruitful  clime 
Are  held  by  Prudence  in  this  fearful  time. 

The  awful  crisis !  when  each  fatal  hour 
New  perils  spring  to  threat  the  British  power : 
Surprised  she  sees  each  moment  dangers  rise. 
Restrains  a  vengeance  due  to  perfidies. 

Till  well  collected  in  her  might;  her  arm 
Then  shakes  Mysorean  plains  with  dire  alarm. 

And  such  destruction  on  thy  foes  are  hurl’d, 

As  proves  a  warning  to  the  Orient  W  orld. 

With  vigorous  measures  having  purchased  ease, 
And  calm’d  the  fears  of  India  into  peace, 

p 
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For  straiten’d  Britain  all  her  care  applies. 

And  with  vast  hoards  her  famish’d  sons  supplies* 
Thy  strength  to  aid  next  turns  her  daring  mind. 
For,  in  thy  councils  wise,  thou  hadst  design’d 
To  make  wild  Egypt  seat  of  mighty  war. 

And  foes  inveterate  on  those  plains  to  dare 
The  weighty  cause  uncommon  worth  requires, 

A  prudent  head,  and  heart  with  martial  fires ; 

For  this  she  casts  her  all-discerning  eyes. 

Among  the  rest  the  gallant  Baird  espies  ; 

Though  scarce  return’d  from  fields  of  endless  fame. 
Scarce  Victory’s  trumpet  had  proclaim’d  his  name. 
Bids  him  lead  forth  a  voluntary  band. 

O’er  seas  and  wastes,  to  Egypt’s  distant  land. 

These,  mighty  King !  these  first  of  Virtues  join. 
And  all  the  lesser  ones  with  them  combine 
Their  heavenly  influence  and  power  divine  j 

To  raise  a  monument  of  ceaseless  fame. 

And  endless  praises  to  thy  honour’d  name ; 

W  ith  matchless  bays  thy  royal  brows  adorn. 

To  be  the  theme  of  ages  yet  unborn. 
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Thus,  all  the  Virtues  bless  thy  vast  domain. 
Those  Virtues  form’d  by  thy  parental  reign. 
As  tender  plants,  that  claim  the  fostering  care. 
If  kindly  cherished,  rise  extremely  fair. 

Repay  the  labours  of  the  rearing  hand. 

And  spread  their  leafy  honours  o’er  the  land; 

So  thy  blest  subjects,  rear’d  in  Virtue’s  way, 

( 

Their  opening  minds  each  moral  truth  survey, 

« 

Step,  after  step,  they  rise  with  glowing  fire. 
And,  soaring  still,  to  Virtue’s  heights  aspire. 
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LINES 

Addressed  to  Great  Britain . 


Hail,  Happy  Island  !  Heaven’s  peculiar  care ! 
From  every  conflict  shalt  thou  rise  more  fair ; 
Uninjured  still  shalt  thou  superior  rise. 

And  the  vain  efforts  of  thy  foes  despise. 

Like  the  foundation  of  the  solid  rock. 

That  stands  unmoved  to  each  tremendous  shock 
Though  all  around  the  furious  storms  maintain 
A  vengeful  war,  yet  rage  they  shall  in  vain ; 
Firm  and  secure  th’  unconquer’d  rock  defies 
The  rage  of  storms,  and  thunders  of  the  skies. 
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THE  TIMES, 

Addressed  to  Great  Britain . 


O  Thou!  who  art  by  ruling  Heaven  design’d 
To  be  the  faithful  guardian  of  mankind ; 

When  balanced  powers  in  harmony  remain, 

And  nations  equipoised  their  weight  retain. 
These  happy  scenes  thy  pleased  attention  claim. 
And  kindred  states  exalt  thy  gentle  name ; 
Applauding  nations  thy  forbearance  own. 

Mild  o’er  the  earth  has  British  splendour  shone : 
But  sterner  virtues  dangerous  time  requires, 

A  dauntless  mind,  and  all  the  martial  fires. 

Thus,  on  the  main,  when  gentle  zephyrs  play. 
And  yon  bright  orb  emits  his  cheering  ray. 

With  heart  enliven’d,  and  with  mind  serene, 

The  joyful  sailors  hail  the  lovely  scene : 

But  when  the  darkening  clouds  all  heaven  deform 
And,  wing’d  with  fury,  howls  the  midnight  storm ; 
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When  forked  lightnings  dart  athwart  the  gloom, 
And  threat  the  seamen  with  an  instant  doom ; 
Conflicting  elements  in  war  engage. 

And  lash  the  vessel  with  a  ten-fold  rage ; 

Superior  to  the  storm,  the  pilot’s  mind 
Scorns  all  the  fury  of  the  sea  and  wind ; 

Roused  by  the  blast,  he  finds  resources  still. 

And  guides  the  bark  with  all  his  matchless  skill. 

Hark !  from  Columbia's  shores  Discordia  cries. 

And  lo  !  from  neighbouring  regions  storms  arise. 
Resistless  moves  the  dreadful  Gallic  power, 

And  trembling  Europe  rues  the  fatal  hour 
When  Phoenix-like  it  rear’d  its  horrid  head. 

Among  the  ruins  of  its  country  bred : 

Debasing  Slavery  sounds  the  woful  blast. 

And  the  horizon  is  with  gloom  o’ercast  : 

Rouse,  Britons  !  rouse.  Oh  snatch  th’  avenging  steel. 
And  make  the  world’s  great  foe  your  prowess  feel ; 
Your  king  and  country  call  on  you  for  aid. 

With  reverence  be  the  filial  duty  paid  ; 
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See  prostrate  nations  your  protection  claim. 
And  know  no  safety  but  the  British  name. 

To  suffering  man,  Britannia  !  succour  lend. 
And  be  the  world's  defender,  shield,  and  friend. 

THE  BATTLE  OF  THE  NILE. 

I. 

Where  Nilus  holds  his  ancient  reign. 
Great  Nelson  on  this  watery  plain 
Comes  with  the  closing  day  : 

With  terror  clad  the  chief  appears. 

His  country's  foes  confess  their  fears. 

And  shrink  with  dire  dismay. 

II. 

But  Fancy  whispers,  “  Gauls,  be  sure 
You're  out  of  reach,  and  quite  secure 
From  this  tremendous  foe  ; 

Trust  to  your  batteries  on  the  shore. 

The  narrow  pass  where  surges  roar. 
Impervious  shoals  below." 
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III. 

But  nothing  Nelson  can  withstand^ 

For  with  a  high  and  mighty  hand 
He  guides  his  thunders  o’er; 

No  way  is  there  now  left  for  flight, 

The  hostile  fleets  begin  the  fight. 

And  loud  the  cannons  roar. 

IV. 

Now  at  the  fearful,  midnight  hour 
They  feel  his  dread,  resistless  power^ 

In  vain  from  fate  they  fly ; 

The  Orient’s  wrapt  in  awful  flame  ; — 

She  bursts — and  spreads  her  victor’s  fame 
In  thunders  through  the  sky. 

V. 

’Tis  thus  on  Lybian  desert  shores. 

Aloud  the  dreadful  lion  roars 
If  far  he  see  his  prey ; 

In  vain  the  trembling  victim  flies. 

In  vain  a  sheltering  covert  tries. 

He’s  fiercely  snatched  away. 
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LINES 

Written  on  hearing  a  Royal  Salute  which  was  fired 
from  the  Ramparts  of  Fort  St.  George,  on  the 
tRli  May  1803,  being  the  Anniversary  of  the  Fall 
of  Seringapatam . 

Whence  the  loud  sounds  my  listening  ears  assail? 
And  peals,  on  peals  redoubled,  still  prevail  ? — 

War’s  dreadful  engines  that  resistless  bore 

* 

Britannia’s  thunders  to  each  hostile  shore. 

Whose  peals  terrific  in  confusion  hurl’d 
Aspiring  foes,  and  shook  the  watery  world ; 

In  cheerful  sounds  now  innocently  play, 

To  hail  the  presence  of  the  Fourth  of  May. 
Repeated  sounds  repeated  joys  impart. 

Thrill  every  vein,  and  vibrate  every  heart ; 

Each  joyful  Briton  feels  his  transport  rise. 

As  peals  re-echo  to  the  distant  skies. 

Still  may  revolving  time  renew  the  theme, 

And  to  the  skies  a  nation’s  joy  proclaim. 


Q 
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On  this  eventful,  this  auspicious  day. 

To  matchless  fame  Baird  led  the  glorious  way  ; 

In  vain  Seringa's  dreadful  ramparts  frown'd 
And  'midst  assailants  scatter'd  death  around  ; 
Mysorean  valour  vainly  dared  t'  oppose 
The  rush  impetuous  of  assaulting  foes  : 

On  the  proud  citadel  victorious  flew 
The  British  banners  glorious  to  the  view. 

And  the  great  Chief,  who  in  his  Country's  cause 
Thus  nobly  won,  obtained  her  vast  applause  ; 

For  with  one  final,  one  tremendous  blow. 

He  laid  the  grandeur  of  an  empire  low. 

To  India  gave  repose ,  to  Britain  fame , 

And  for  himself  ensured  a  deathless  name. 

Not  e’en  Pharsalia's  plains  such  changes  knew. 
Nor  Fortune's  rolling  wheels  more  rapid  flew. 
When  Pompey  from  the  height  of  glory  fell. 

And  to  his  greatness  bade  the  last  farewell ; 

Than  this  dread  day,  with  death  and  ruin  fraught. 
And  the  destruction  of  the  Sultaun  wrought. 
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Thy  fate,  O  mighty  Despot!  shall  engage 
The  Poet’s  strains,  the  moralizing  page. 

The  instability  of  life  to  show. 

And  dreadful  ills  that  from  ambition  flow. 

Thus,  on  this  wondrous  day,  a  hostile  tower 
Was  doom'd  to  own  a  captive's  conquering  power 
Who  crown'd  with  laurels,  now  triumphant  stood, 
W  hilst  his  late  captor  welter'd  in  his  blood  ; 

In  one  sad  hour  deprived  of  life  and  state. 

And  midst  his  greatness  felt  the  shaft  of  fate. 

Thy  ways  unsearchable  let  us  revere. 

Mysterious  Heaven!  and  bow  with  holy  fear. 
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THE  BATTLE  OF  VIMIERA* 


I. 

What  darkens  all  yon  distant  sky? 

That  onward  moves  ?  that  seems  to  fly  ? 

And  shades  Vimiera’ s  ground? 

The  dreadful  Gallic  Eagle  spreads 

His  wings,  and  o’er  Vimiera  sheds 

A  dark’ning  horror  round ! 

* 

II. 

Marengo  heard  his  wToful  voice. 

He  stunn’d  all  Europe  with  his  noise. 
Then  perch’d  on  Lisbon’s  Tower; 
Now  to  Vimiera  wings  his  way. 

To  make  the  Britons  there  his  prey. 
And  try  the  Lion’s  power. 


*  Vi-mie-ra. 
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hi. 

""Neath  his  wings  the  Gallic  Lecions 
March  indignant  to  these  regions 
To  chase  their  foes  away : 

“  See,  there,”  the  haughty  Leader  cries, 

“  See,  there  the  dastard  English  lies, 

“  Haste !  drive  him  in  the  sea.” 

IV. 

Behold !  the  bravest  sons  of  France, 

In  columns  deep  they  now  advance. 

In  all  the  pomp  of  war. 

Drawn  out — the  British  lines  extend. 
From  centre  and  from  either  end 
The  Shrapnells  strike  afar. 

V. 

And  loud  the  British  cannons  roar ; 

Soon  are  the  Gallic  columns  tore 
By  their  destructive  fire  : 

Awed  by  the  wound,  no  more  with  speed 
They  boldly  march,  the  danger  heed, 

And  fain  would  thev  retire. 

V 
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VI. 

From  rank  to  rank  Abrantes  flies 
With  indignation  in  his  eyes. 

They  hear  his  scornful  cry ; 

“  Shall  Gauls,  to  former  glory  lost. 
Not  dare  to  meet  yon  British  host ! 
Shall  Europe’s  conquerors  fly ! 

VII. 

tt  0  heroes  of  Rivoli’s  plain ! 

Oh !  do  not  thus  your  glory  st/ain ! 

Why  stand  you  wavering  here  ? 
Let  not  astonish’d  Europe  say 
That  foes  like  these  kept  you  at  bay. 
And  made  you  quake  with  fear. 

VIII. 

“  Did  not  the  daring  Prussians  rue 
The  day  they  were  opposed  to  you. 
On  Jena’s  bloody  field? 

When  with  one  bold,  unsparing  blow. 
You  laid  the  finest  army  low, 

With  carnage  made  them  yield  ? 
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IX. 

“  Did  not  our  Eagles  hover  round 
Our  heads,  and  with  a  joyful  sound 
Enjoy  the  Russian  gore? 

All  Friedland  you  then  drench'd  with  blood. 
And  the  groaning,  sanguine  flood. 

Roll'd  on  to  Vistula's  shore.’9 

X. 

Roused  by  their  Leader's  cheering  voice. 
Again  their  drooping  hearts  rejoice, 

They  quick  dismiss  their  fright : 

With  shouts  they  rend  the  vaulted  skies. 

And  with  redoubled  ardour  rise. 

To  seek  a  closer  fight. 

XI. 

Wellington  now  observes  his  ranks. 

The  centre,  and  extended  flanks. 

With  just  and  warm  applause; 

“  Thus,  always  thus,  maintain  the  fame 
And  glory  of  the  British  name. 

And  our  good  country’s  cause. 
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XII. 

“  Just  like  the  sacred  Theban  band, 

All  cool,  collected,  firmly  stand, 

Resolve  to  win  or  bleed; 

Be  sure  that  victory  and  renown 
Such  glorious  fortitude  shall  crown. 

And  grace  each  noble  deed.” 

XIII. 

With  their  great  Chieftain’s  praise  elate, 
Th’  Approaching  shock  they  firmly  wait. 
With  deep  and  fix’d  regard ; 

The  cannons  now  are  served  so  well. 
That  all  the  balls  unerring  tell. 

The  foe’s  advance  retard. 

XIV. 

The  Foot  with  muskets  u  ready  ”  stand. 
And  wait  their  Leader’s  dread  command 
To  fire  when  Gauls  draw  nigh ; 
Commandants  raise  the  warning  voice, 

/ 

You’ll  level  well  your  piece,  my  boys. 


Before  your  vollies  fly.” 
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XV. 

The  joyless  Muses  scarce  can  tell 

How  many  dauntless  heroes  fell. 

Amid  the  conflict's  heat ; 

For  Death  and  Slaughter  reign  all  round. 

Hark  !  with  sad  groans  the  rocks  resound.— 
Confused  the  Gauls  retreat. 

XVI. 

Again  their  Leader's  voice  they  hear. 

Again  he  tries  their  hearts  to  cheer. 

Arrests  intended  flight : — 

“  O  heroes  bold !  why  this  retreat  ? 

Oh  dare  again  your  foes  to  meet. 

And  end  the  doubtful  fight. 

XVII. 

“  See  !  see !  how  thin  their  ranks  appear  ; 

Your  foes  your  mighty  prowess  fear. 

And  scarce  their  ground  maintain  ; 

Advance  !  a  dreadful  havoc  spread. 

And  on  your  foes  destruction  shed. 

Add  numbers  to  their  slain. 


p 
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XVIII. 

<<r  Remember  Lodi  !  how  you  passed 
With  bayonets  charged,  in  quickest  haste, 
Your  shoutings  rent  the  sky  ; 

Let  Lodi's  Bridge  your  souls  inspire. 
Regardless  of  the  British  fire 

Now  charge !  and  make  them  fly/’ 

XIX. 

They  rush  to  strike  a  fatal  blow. 

To  give  their  foes  an  overthrow. 

And  furiously  they  foam ; 

But  soon  they  see  the  bayonets’  ends, 

W  hile  Music  her  loud  voice  extends. 
Sings,  “  Britons !  now  strike  home  ” 

XX. 

And  quick  they  feel  the  British  ire ; 
Appall’d,  the  Gauls  in  haste  retire. 

Their  bravest  troops  laid  low  ; 
Wellington,  all-great,  all-glorious. 
With  a  powerful  arm  victorious. 

Repels  the  daring  foe. 
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XXL 

Thus,  oft  upon  the  stormy  deep, 

A  mountain-surge,  with  powerful  sweep. 
Tremendous  roars  on  high ; 

Th’  affrighted  mariners  in  haste 
Veer  the  frail  bark  on  th’  watery  waste. 
From  threaten’d  ruin  fly. 

XXII. 

But  when,  O  Dover  !  on  thy  rocks 
That  surge  beats  high  with  fearful  shocks. 
And  strives  to  vanquish  thee ; 
Repell’d  by  thy  firm,  steadfast  shores. 

In  humbler  strain  the  billow  roars 
Recoiling  in  the  sea. 
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HONOURS  CALL, 

OR 

®f> t  Slop  ana  (Grief  of  Britannia, 

How  sleep  the  brave  who  sink  to  rest. 

By  all  their  country’s  wishes  blest ! 

Collins. 

I. 

The  Muses  taught  by  thee  to  sing, 

This  gift  to  thee  the  Muses  bring, 

Accept  the  simple  lay ; 

Thy  joy  and  grief  they  shall  rehearse, 

Pourtray  them  through  each  flowing  verse. 
And  thus  their  homage  pay. 

II. 

When  Honour  calls  thy  sons  to  arms. 

When  fierce  Bellona  spreads  alarms. 

And  shrill  the  clarions  sound  ; 

All  eager  for  the  glorious  prize. 

All  emulous  thy  sons  arise. 

And  seek  the  hostile  ground. 
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III. 

Then  gallant  Nelschi  on  the  main, 

Or  Wellington  upon  the  plain. 
Spreads  terror  wide  and  far ; 
And  hurls  amidst  his  country’s  foes. 
Who  dare  his  potent  arm  oppose. 
The  thunderbolt  of  war. 

IV. 

When  numbers  thus  triumphant  flow 
What  transports  in  thy  bosom  glow  ! 

And  fill  thy  god-like  mind  ! 

The  theme  warms  thy  maternal  soul. 
With  purest  joys  without  control. 
And  raptures  unconfined, 

V, 

’Twas  thus  among  the  tuneful  choir 
Timotheus  waked  his  golden  lyre. 
And  sung  a  warlike  strain  ; 

The  Grecian  Hero  quick  uprose, 

“  And  thrice  he  routed  all  his  foes. 
And  thrice  he  slew  the  slain.” 
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4 

VI. 


But  when*  “  soft  pity  to  infuse/' 

The  Master  u  chose  a  mournful  Muse 
And  sung  to  notes  of  woe ; 

The  joyless  Victor  heard  the  strain, 

/ 

And  sobb'd  aloud,  nor  could  refrain, 
“  And  tears  began  to  flow." 

VII. 

So  now  the  Muse  in  plaintive  strain 
Sings  how  thy  noblest  sons  are  slain 

Amidst  the  martial  strife; 

\ 

And,  ever  faithful  to  thy  cause. 

To  guard  thy  just  and  sacred  laws 
Each  bravely  yields  his  life. 

VIII. 

And  having  hurl’d  his  thunders  far, 
Now  off  the  Coast  of  Trafalgar 
Expiring  Nelson  lies ; — * 

And  now  upon  Corunna's  plains, 
Superior  to  all  mortal  pains. 

Brave  Moore  triumphant  dies. 
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IX. 

And  now  on  Egypt’s  sultry  coast. 

The  terror  of  the  Gallic  host. 

Great  Abercrombie  bleeds  ;  — 

And  on  Quebec’s  ensanguined  fields. 

Now  Wolfe  to  Fate  with  glory  yields, 
And  leaves  to  Fame  his  deeds. 

N. 

From  notes  like  these  thy  sorrows  rise. 
Thy  troubled  soul,  thy  downcast  eyes. 
And  tumults  in  thy  breast ; 

With  gloom  the  scene  is  spread  around. 
And  all  thy  thoughts  in  tears  are  drown’d, 
Beyond  relief  distrest. 

XL 

Oh  sound  aloud,  my  trembling  lyre  ! 

O  Muses  !  grant  your  noblest  fire 
To  such  transcendent  deeds  ! 
Proclaim  that  in  a  rightful  cause, 

To  gain  his  country’s  vast  applause, 

t 

Each  hero  wins  or  bleeds  ! 
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THE  BRITISH  SOLDIER. 

Without  a  sign,  his  sword  the  brave  man  draws, 

And  asks  no  omen  but  his  country’s  cause. 

Pope’s  Homer, 

His  country’s  cause  now  calls  him  hence. 

He  trusts  his  fate  to  Providence ; 

Perhaps  he  may  come  back  again. 

Perhaps  be  number’d  with  the  slain. 

The  soldier,  called  to  Honour’s  field, 

To  thoughts  of  peril  ne’er  must  yield  ; 

But,  dauntless,  scorn  war’s  keenest  woe. 

Nor  shrink  to  meet  the  proudest  foe. 

For  glory  fires  the  soldier’s  soul. 

And  reigns  supreme  without  control  ; 

At  glory’s  call  the  soldier  arms. 

And  hails  with  joy  war’s  dire  alarms  ; 

And  when  the  brazen  clarions  sound 
He  pants — he  scarcely  feels  the  ground ; 

W aits  eager  for  his  leader’s  word, 

And  firmer  grasps  the  thirsty  sword. 
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But  when  the  laurels  are  obtain’d, 

:  !> 

And  a  full  tide  of  conquest  gain’d; 

When  conflict’s  dreadful  work  is  o’er. 

And  prostrate  foes  contend  no  more  ; 

But  with  a  supplicating  cry, 

Implore  the  victor’s  clemency  ; 

Then  Mercy  pleads  the  suppliant’s  part. 
Responsive  throbs  the  conqueror’s  heart  ; 
With  sighs  he  views  the  sanguine  plain, 

The  hero  melts  to  man  again. 

Such  soldiers  well  deserve  that  name, 

And  the  rich  meed  of  endless  fame ; 

The  Muses  pleased  for  them  conspire 
To  wake  the  praise-bestowing  lyre. 

With  fadeless  wreaths  their  temples  bind. 

As  bright  examples  to  mankind ; 

And  such  may  Britons  ever  be. 

Join  courage  to  humanity  ; 

And  when  kind  Heaven  success  affords. 

May  Mercy  sheathe  their  conquering  swords. 

Q 
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THE  BRITISH  SAILOR, 

OR 

®fie  Dfjpeirnl  ana  moral  attractions. 

To  mark  the  ship  in  floating  balance  held. 

By  earth  attracted,  and  by  seas  repel! d. 

,  Falconer. 

Breathes  there  the  man  with  soul  so  dead. 

Who  never  to  himself  hath  said, 

This  is  my  own,  my  native  land  ? 

Whose  heart  hath  ne’er  within  him  burn’d, 

As  home  his  footsteps  he  hath  turn’d 

From  wandering  on  a  foreign  strand  ? 

Sir  Walter  Scott. 


THE  SCENE  AT  PLYMOUTH. 

1. 

The  anchor  weigh'd,  the  canvas  spread. 
The  ship  now  gently  moves  a-head, 

To  tempt  again  the  sea ; 

Adieu  to  my  dear  native  shore. 

Perhaps  T  may  not  see  thee  more  ! 
Farewell,  my  Poll,  to  thee ! 
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II. 

Now  with  a  gentle  leading  wind, 

I  leave  the  lessening  land  behind. 

Borne  o'er  the  yielding  tide  ; 

To  distant  India  ns  the  run  : — 

O  Power  Supreme !  thy  will  be  done. 
Be  thou  the  sailor’s  guide. 

III. 

And  now  more  fresh  the  breezes  rise. 
And  swifter  still  the  vessel  flies, 

} 

Quick  hast’ning  to  the  main  ; 

* 

May  fav’ring  winds  the  bark  attend. 
And  thou,  propitious  Power !  defend, 
Till  Bengal’s  shores  I  gain. 

IV. 

My  vent’rous  bark  pursues  her  course. 
While  with  attraction’s  powerful  force 
The  earth  enchains  her  still ; 

Tho’  further  on  the  deep  I  rove. 

Still,  still  attractive  powers  I  prove. 
The  system’s  laws  fulfil. 

q2 
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V. 

Though  thousand  leagues  from  land  I  part 
Affection’s  chain  still  draws  my  heart. 
Back  to  my  natal  shore  ; 

A  greater  distance  though  I  gain, 

I  only  drag  the  lengthen’d  chain. 

Its  force  I  feel  the  more. 
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THE  SISTER  ISLES, 

A  SONG  OF  TRIUMPH  ; 

Written  on  hearing  a  Royal  Salute,  which  was  Jived  from 
Ramparts  of  Fort  William  for  the  Conquest  of  Java . 


Hark  !  yon  ramparts  tell  the  tale, 

Jn  every  heart  let  joy  prevail ; 

Repeated  swells  the  peal  on  high. 

And  echo  wafts  it  through  the  sky. 

Your  golden  harps,  O  Muses  !  bear, 

And  your  choicest  strains  prepare ; 

To  bind  their  temples  laurels  bring. 

And  PjEAn  to  the  victors  sing. 

Sound,  sound  aloud  your  trumpet,  Fame  ! 
To  wond’ring  man  the  deed  proclaim. 

Say  that  the  plan,  so  well  design’d 
In  Minto’s  comprehensive  mind. 

For  due  perfection  wisely  wrought. 

Now  to  a  glorious  end  is  brought. 
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Pursuant  to  the  glorious  plan. 

Brave  Keating  first  the  course  began  ; 
Each  secret  of  the  hostile  ground. 

In  his  capacious  mind  was  found. 

The  boisterous  surge  could  not  controul 
The  ardour  of  his  daring  soul ; 

Through  raging  surfs  he  passes  o’er. 

And  fearless  treads  the  hostile  shore  ; 

He  boldly  lands  on  Gallic  ground. 

And  calls  his  brave  companions  round ; 

His  willing  troops  his  voice  obey. 

And  urge  their  chief  to  lead  the  way. 

And  Bourbon  in  the  dreadful  fight 
Acknowledged  KEATiNGes  matchless  might. 

And  now  the  victors  turn  their  eyes 
To  where  the  neighb?ring  island  lies, 
Whose  rugged  summits  pierce  the  skies : 
Mauritius  long  had  fearless  stood. 

And  proudly  awed  the  Indian  flood, 
Impregnable  for  ages  deemed. 

Impregnable  she  more  than  seemed  -T 
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The  fair  historic  page  informs 
These  seas  are  vex'd  with  dreadful  storms. 
And  that  no  power  could  e’er  prevail 
That  dared  Mauritius’  rocks  assail ; 

But  Abercrombie  leads  the  way. 

Ye  seas  !  ye  rocks  !  ye  winds !  obey ; 

A  leading  wind,  ye  zephyrs  !  blow, 

Y e  seas  !  in  gentle  murmurs  flow, 

Y e  surfs !  that  round  Mauritius  roar. 

Now  peaceful  lave  the  hostile  shore, 

Ye  rocks !  bear  all  your  conquerors  over. 
Tis  done! — surprised  the  Frenchmen  hear 
The  British  shouting  in  the  rear. 

And  for  their  helpless  island  fear. 

With  sorrow  deep,  De  Caen  eyes 
His  foes,  and  vents  his  great  surprise: 

“  Have  they  the  surfs  already  past ! 

On  the  rough  shores  were  they  not  dash’d ! 
Could  they  those  dreadful  heights  defy 
Which  all  access  toman  deny!” 

Know,  Gaul !  a  chief,  who  bears  a  name 
Which  bodes  no  good  to  Gallic  fame. 
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An  offspring  worthy  of  his  sire. 

And  glowing  with  his  martial  fire. 

Now  bends  the  famed  Mauritius  down. 
In  homage  to  Britannia’s  crown. 

See  Britain’s  sons  once  more  in  arms, 
And  Java  rings  with  dire  alarms ; 

That  hostile  isle  their  ships  surround. 
Their  warriors  soon  rush  on  the  ground. 
W ell  pleased  the  British  chieftain  eyes 
The  frowning  ramparts  as  his  prize ; 

No  danger  could  his  soul  appal. 

He  views  the  tower  and  dooms  its  fall. 

In  vain  the  trenches  were  prepared. 

In  vain  the  dreadful  works  were  rear’d  ; 
Science  in  vain  had  form’d  the  tower. 
No  proof  against  the  British  power. 

To  Achmuty  Cornelis  bows. 

And  prostrate  are  Britannia’s  foes. 

A  colony  no  more  they  boast. 

The  last,  remaining  one  is  lost ; 

This  island,  from  oppression  torn, 

The  British  sceptre  shall  adorn. 
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The  terror  of  the  western  world* 
Beneath  the  foot  is  rudely  hurl’d  ; 

Our  Sepoy  treads  him  to  the  ground. 
And  wild  his  yielding  shrieks  resound ; 
While  o’er  the  sable  warrior’s  head 
The  British  flag  is  proudly  spread ; 

It  waves  triumphant  in  the  gale. 

All  hail !  victorious  banner  !  hail  \ 
(Form’d  by  the  skilful  artist’s  hand 
This  glorious  scene  shall  pictured  stand ; 
Stampt  in  refulgent  dazzling  gold 
The  history  soon  shall  we  behold; 

The  deed  in  glowing  hues  impress’d 
Shall  grace  the  sable  warrior’s  breast ; 
To  emulate  to  glorious  deed. 

From  hence  shall  noble  acts  proceed. 
And  when  his  head  is  silver’d  o’er 
By  time,  and  he  can  fight  no  more. 

To  his  loved  home  he  shall  retire. 

And  by  his  cheerful  evening  fire. 

To  listening  grandsons  shall  relate 
The  Sister  Island’s  fallen  state  ; 

*  The  Gallic  Eagle. 
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And  praise  that  matchless  Statesman's  mind 
Whose  wisdom  first  the  plan  design'd. 
Warm’d  with  the  theme,  he'll  soon  disclose 
The  Medal  where  his  triumph  glows, 

To  view  the  scenes  of  long  past  days. 

And  as  a  proof  of  what  he  says.) 

Now  Mercy  with  a  pleading  mien. 

Upon  the  field  of  battle  seen. 

Between  the  slain  and  living  stands. 

And  raises  interposing  hands. 

O  Muses  !  in  my  simple  lays 
Record  what  now  the  Goddess  says. 

“  O  Britons  !  be  your  fury  laid, 

And  be  the  rage  for  carnage  staid  ; 

To  my  soft  voice  incline  the  ear. 

My  voice  th'  Almighty  deigns  to  hear. 
When  the  rash  tribes  of  Ab'ram's  line. 

Had  madly  dared  the  wrath  divine. 

Swift  the  avenging  angels  flew. 

And  the  rebellious  Hebrews  slew  : 

In  Aaron’s  form  I  quickly  ran. 

By  pity  urged  for  suffering  man ; 
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Between  the  living  and  the  slain, 

I  stood,  upon  th’  infected  plain. 

Suppliant  for  man  I  Heaven  invoked. 

In  my  right  hand  the  censer  smoked  : 

Soft  pity’s  incense  volumed  high. 

Ascending  to  the  Deity  ; 

Heaven’s  Sire  was  with  the  incense  pleased 
And  the  Almighty’s  wrath  appeased. 
Destroying  Angels  heard  my  words. 

And  sheathed  their  dread  seraphic  swords, 
O  imitate  your  Sire  in  heaven  ; 

To  me  be  this  day’s  triumph  given.” 

The  British  Chieftain  thus  replies. 

While  pity’s  pearls  beam  in  his  eyes  : 
u  O  Goddess !  we  revere  thy  name ; 

’Tis  thou  who  giv’st  us  half  our  fame  : 
Enthroned  within  the  British  breast. 

Thou  ever  plead’st  for  foes  distrest. 
Arresting  our  up-lifted  hands. 

Our  falchions  drop  at  thy  commands.” 

Now  Java’s  sons  the  victor  meet 

And  with  these  welcome  words  they  greet : 

it  2 
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■‘All  hail  !  triumphant  hero  !  hail  ! 

With  joy  we  see  your  arms  prevail ; 

With  joy  we  hail  your  gentle  reign. 

And  hope  for  happiness  again. 

Our  fathers  told  us  long  before. 

Whom  commerce  wafted  to  your  shore> 

That  Mercy  smiles  in  your  domain. 

That  Justice  ever  guides  your  reign. 

0 

Our  groans  and  sorrows  deign  to  hear. 

Groans  long  suppress’d  through  dread  and  fear 
Such  dire  oppression  we  have  known 
Enough  to  melt  a  heart  of  stone.” 

The  British  hero  thus  replies. 

While  sympathy  bedews  his  eyes  : 

“  Oh  do  not  tell  the  dismal  tale  ; 

O’er  human  frailties  draw  the  veil. 

This  day  is  due  to  purest  joy  ; 

In  scenes  of  mirth  your  thoughts  employ, 

Y es,  true  are  your  forefather’s  words ; 

See  Mercy  grasps  our  lifted  swords , 

Our  deadly  foe  is  fallen  low. 

And  Mercy  bids  us  spare  the  foe. 

^  .  •  »  .  •  -»  **  -\ 
t>  >  *  '  -7  ’ 
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Let  this  an  earnest  be  to  you 
That  what  you  heard  of  us  is  true. 
And  soon  shall  Java’s  rescued  plain 
With  peace  and  plenty  smile  again. 
And  soon  her  happy  sons  shall  know 
The  blessings  which  our  laws  bestow. 
Shall  feel  the  mild,  parental  sway. 

Of  him  whom  India’s  realms  obey, 

i 

Who,  like  the  regent  of  the  night. 
Reflects  our  monarch’s  genial  light.” 

The  Roman  Chiefs  of  great  renown. 
Ambitious  of  the  laurel-crown, 

Had  high  triumphal  arches  rear’d 
Which  glorious  to  the  sight  appear’d ; 
And  when  Rome’s  sons  had  gain’d  the 
E’en  captive  kings  were  borne  away 
To  grace  the  mighty  conqueror’s  train 
And  follow  o’er  the  shouting  plain. 
Their  sorrows  pleading  all  in  vain. 

Y ou  scorn,  O  Britons  !  to  employ 
Scenes  which  denote  such  savage  joy ; 
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The  heart  enlarged , the  thoughts  refined* 

The  virtues  of  a  god-like  mind* 

Be  these  the  triumph  of  this  day* 

And  homage  due  your  foes  shall  pay : 

Be  these  your  triumph*  these  your  boast* 
Examples  to  the  vanquish’d  host. 

Could  Rome  a  nobler  sight  afford 
Than  Mercy  sheathing  Valour’s  sword  ? 

t 

With  pinions  spread*  see  Fame  conveys 
The  tidings  of  these  glorious  days. 

Our  Regent  Prince  with  ravish’d  ear 
The  conquest  of  these  isles  shall  hear ; 

And  with  the  meed  of  bright  renown 
Y our  well-earn’d  honours  he  shall  crown* 
And  bid  the  fair  recording  page 
Transmit  your  names  from  age  to  age. 

Your  deeds  by  glory  rais’d  on  high 
Shall  all  destroying  Time  defy* 

And  bloom  for  ever  fair  through  all  posterity. 
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THE  SETTING  SUN; 

OR, 

I  _  t 

A  Farewell  to  the  Right  Honourable  Gilbert,  Lord 
Minto ,  late  Governor  General  of  British  India . 

When  from  his  high  meridian  power. 

Descends  the  potent  king  of  day. 

He  wide  illumes  the  parting  hour. 

And  gilds  it  with  his  choicest  ray. 

Retiring  slowly  and  serene. 

His  glories  all  more  brightly  shine ; 

Wrapt  Wonder  views  the  lovely  scene. 

And  revels  in  the  blaze  divine. 

While  mingling  hues  of  ev’ry  kind. 

Are  emanating  from  the  Sun  ; 

Remembrance  fondly  calls  to  mind. 

The  good  that  in  his  day  was  done . 

E’en  so  the  Peer,  to  whom  belong 
The  tributes  of  exalted  praise ; 

For  whom  the  Muses  raise  their  song. 

And  grateful,  wreathe  their  humble  bays. 


I 
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He  lays  bis  power  aside  with  grace. 

Invested  in  a  richer  dress ; 

The  virtues  mild  stern  rank  displace. 

And  robe  him  with  their  loveliness. 

And  Virtue’s  splendours  far  outvie 

Yon  western  orb  that  beams  in  gold ; 
More  pleasing  than  a  glowing  sky. 

Great  Minto’s  merits  to  behold. 

The  Muses  raise  the  tearful  eye, 

And  sad  their  Patron’s  loss  deplore ; 
And  utter,  as  they  heave  the  sigh, 

j 

“  He  soon  shall  quit  our  orient  shore.” 

And  when  the  painful  hour  shall  come. 

And  he  embark  upon  the  deep. 

To  seek  again  his  much-lov’d  home. 

Regret  and  India  long  shall  weep. 

When  hastening  o’er  the  faithless  sea, 

Him  shall  their  warmest  w  ish  attend : 
And  thus  implore  the  Deity  : 

* 

“0  gracious  Pow’r!  his  paths  befriend. 
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€C  Oh !  waft  him  safe  to  Britain’s  shore. 

Safe  to  our  loved  and  parent  State; 

Grant  him  of  health  a  plenteous  store. 

Let  length  of  days  his  life  await 

“  May  he  his  country’s  rights  maintain, 

Though  all  the  world  should  be  combined 

And  honours  from  the  conflict  gain ; 

A  shield  in  him  may  Britain  find. 

“  And,  crown’d  with  Virtue’s  loveliest  smile. 
May  he  his  happy  days  enjoy  ; 

Domestic  bliss  his  cares  beguile, 

And  nought  the  blissful  state  annoy. 

u  May  gently  come  life’s  closing  day. 

As  with  yon  glorious  setting  sun  ! 

And  faithful  Conscience  softly  say, 

*  Thy  course  on  earth  thou' st  nobly  run ” 


November ,  1813, 


* 
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SIR  DAVID  OCHTERLONY,  K.  C.  B. 

1816. 

I. 

From  craggy  cliffs  the  Eagles  soar. 

Though  storms  surrounding  veil  the  day ; 

Athwart  the  gloom  and  tempest* s  roar 
Dash  fearless,  and  pursue  their  way. 

II. 

Now  heaven-ward  mount  without  control. 
Enamour’d  with  the  solar  rays ; 

While  far  beneath  the  thunders  roll. 

They  revel  in  unclouded  blaze. 

III. 

Thus  o’er  Malouna’s  rocky  towers. 

See  Ochterlony’s  genius  rise; 

His  daring  mind’s  resistless  powers. 

Strike  gazing  nations  with  surprise. 
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IV. 

Triumphant  through  the  storms  of  war, 

W  ith  India's  praises  justly  crown'd, 
Britannia  hails  her  son  from  far. 

And  Glory  sheds  her  beams  around. 

1829. 

V. 

While  towering  columns  sink  away 

Amidst  the  mighty  wrecks  of  time, 

# 

And  marble  tablets  feel  decay. 

The  Muse's  records  stand  sublime. 

VI. 

Oh  may  this  verse  commemorate 

The  statesman's  and  the  hero's  fame ; 
To  endless  honours  consecrate 

Great  Ochterlony's  deathless  name. 
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NOTES 


TO  THE 

Uopal  anH  patriotic  poem#. 

The  reins  of  guidance  o’er  that  fruitful  clime 
Are  held  by  Prudence  in  this  fearful  time, 

The  awful  crisis!  when  each  fatal  hour 
New  perils  spring  to  threat  the  British  power. 
Surprised  she  sees  each  moment  dangers  rise, 

Restrains  a  vengeance  due  to  perfidies , 

Till  well  collected  in  her  might ;  her  arm 
Then  shakes  Mysorean  plains  with  dire  alarm, 

And  such  destruction  on  thy  foes  are  hurl’d, 

As  prove  a  warning  to  the  Orient  World .  P.  105- 

These  lines  are  descriptive  of  the  administration  of  that  con¬ 
summate  statesman  the  Marquis  of  Wellesley. 

By  the  extraordinary  foresight  of  his  comprehensive  mind, 
and  by  the  wisdom  and  promptitude  of  his  bold  and  decisive  mea¬ 
sures,  he  averted  from  our  Eastern  Possessions  all  the  dangers 
which  threatened  them,  in  the  most  perilous  times. 

He  baffled  the  machinations  of  our  inveterate  foes,  overcame 
every  enemy,  raised  the  power  and  resources  of  British  India  to 
a  proud  pre-eminence^  and  placed  them  on  the  firm  and  solid 
basis  of  security. 
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And  sogu  shall  Java’s  rescued  plain 
With  peace  and  plenty  smile  again, 

And  soon  her  happy  sons  shall  know 
The  blessing  which  our  laws  bestow, — » 

Shall  feel  the  mild,  parental  sway 
Of  him  whom  India’s  realms  obey, 

Who  like  the  regent  of  the  night 

Reflects  our  monarch’s  genial  light.  P.  141. 

VERSES, 

OCCASIONED  BY  SEEING  THE 

Full-length  PORTRAIT  of  LORD  MINTO. 

* 

How  blest  the  art,  whose  tints  harmonious  give 
The  force  of  life,  and  bid  the  canvas  live ! 

Who  has  not  felt  the  pencil’s  magic  power. 

When  friendship,  lingering,  dreads  the  parting  hour  ? 
When  absence  changes  every  social  scene. 

Mountains  oppose,  and  oceans  roll  between  ? 

The  faithful  pencil,  to  each  feature  true. 

On  Beauty’s  cheek  preserves  the  roseate  hue. 

The  seraph  smile,  the  pleasure-beaming  eye. 

And  all  that  claims  the  soft,  impassion’d  sigh. 

Thus,  aftertimes  on  pictured  charms  may  gaze. 

Thus  bloom  the  fair  of  Charles’s  golden  days*. 

But  higher  still  the  art  sublimely  springs  5  — 

The  long-lost  forms  of  statesmen  and  of  kings 

The  Beauties  of  the  reign  of  Charles  the  Second,  by  Sir  Peter  Lely. 
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Imaged  remain.  The  chiefs  of  Greece  and  Rome, 

Though  long  enshrined,  the  tenants  of  the  tomb. 

Start  into  life,  in  colours  rich  and  bland, — 

The  bright  creation  of  the  painter’s  hand. 

All  Nature  spreads  before  his  raptur’d  view. 

And  splendid  visions  fire  his  soul  anew: — 

The  breathing  semblance  of  the  truly  great. 

Whose  public  worth  has  saved  a  sinking  state 

I 

Whose  powerful  eloquence,  thro’  every  age. 

Rolls  like  a  torrent,  with  resistless  rage  ; 

Warms  the  fond  heart,  which  dwells  with  rapturous  praise  25 

On  all  THE  WISDOM  OF  DEPARTED  DAYS. 

Pleased  to  admire  the  boast  of  human-kind. 

We,  through  their  features,  trace  the  mighty  mindj 
And  curious  mark  what  art  depicts  so  well, 

How  Tully  look’d,  and  awful  Julius  fell. —  30 

Such  are  its  powers.  And  now,  when  British  fame 
Transcends  the  Roman  or  Athenian  name, 

O  may  the  strains  which  burst  from  harps  sublime. 

Record  the  glory  of  our  happier  time  ! 

May  Patriot- ardour  swell  the  thrilling  song,  35 

And  distant  ages  shall  the  notes  prolong $ 

Painting  shall  lend  her  aid,  in  triumph  rise. 

And  stamp  the  image  of  the  good  and  wise. 

Amidst  the  train,  whom  civic  wreaths  adorn. 

Generous  and  brave,  for  high  achievements  born,—  40 
Whose  towering  mind  and  public  zeal  have  shewn 
Their  country's  good,  superior  to  their  own,— 
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A  name  beloved  shall  with  new  lustre  shine — 

And  MINTO,  that  distinguish’d  meed  is  thine  ! 
Historic-art  now  o’er  the  canvas  throws  45 

The  kindling  tints !  the  warm  creation  glows  ; 

Th’  unerring  line,  with  hues  unfading  fraught, 

Pourtrays  the  generous  soul,  the  lofty  thought — 

All,  all  the  virtues  of  his  gentle  breast, 

Rush  on  the  mind,  and  seem  to  be  exprest.  50 


But  whence  the  high  acclaim  ?  Can  memory  fade  ? 

At  wisdom’s  shrine,  let  honors  due  be  paid. 

What !  shall  the  deed  no  grateful  praise  inspire ; 

Nor  England’s  glory  wake  the  sounding  lyre? 

From  palmy  shores  the  note  of  Triumph  came,  55 

Swell’d  on  the  breeze,  and  fill’d  the  trump  of  Fame — 

“  the  sister  isles  are  ours  !* — The  blooming  land. 

Which  shrunk  beneath  Oppression’s  iron  hand, 

*  Bourbon  and  Mauritius, — The  Quarterly  Reviewers,  speaking  of  the 
capture  of  the  Mauritius,  justly  say,  that  “  no  event  of  equal  importance  to  the 
State  in  the  course  of  the  present  war,  has,  in  our  opinion,  taken  place,  since 
the  memorable  and  unparalleled  Victory  of  Trafalgar !” — Quarterly  Review,  No. 
ix.  It  is  to  be  regretted,  that  the  Calcutta  Town-Hall  was  not  built  on  a 
plan  calculated  to  afford  space  sufficient  on  the  walls  for  a  series  of  Paintings, 
that  might  be  executed,  from  time  to  time,  representing  the  principal  events 
which  occur  in  British  India.  As  it  would  be  impossible  to  commemorate  all 
in  this  way,  those  of  the  highest  political  and  military  importance  might  be 
selected  from  the  numerous  and  splendid  Victories,  &c.  which  have  crowned  our 
triumphant  Arms  in  the  East.  Particular  acts  of  Heroism  occur  amongst  our 
brave  and  determined  Sepoy  Regiments.  They  have  shared  in  the  glory  of  de¬ 
feating  the  veteran  troops  of  Bonaparte! '.—Long  may  they  enjoy  the  Glory 
which  they  have  acquired.  A  Town-Hall,  capable  of  receiving  on  its  walls, 
the  representation  of  those  magnificent  and  stupendous  conquests  which  have 
recently  been  gained  by  the  British  Arms  in  Asia,  would  rise  in  dignity  and 
importance.  It  would  then  be,  in  addition  to  its  present  destination,  a  splen¬ 
did  Public  Regord  of  the  eminent  and  distinguished  services  of  public  men. 
Single  Portraits  are  of  high  value,  and  ought  to  be  scrupulously  preserved.  But 
I  look  to  something  more,  I  should  like  to  see  a  Temple  similar  to  that  in  which 
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Shall  now  no  more,  with  British  preedom  blest. 

Dread  the  remorseless  tyrant  of  the  west.  60 

Then  Java  heard,  in  Victory’s  awful  hour. 

The  last  expiring  groan  of  Gallic  power! 

These  are  the  glorious  conquests,  which  shall  raise 
An  undecaying  monument  of  praise. — 

Nor  these  alone :  Amid  the  scenes  of  war. 

Genius  and  Science  feel  his  fostering  care.  65 

Then  let  the  Picture  breathe,  and  long  engage 
The  warm  applauses  of  a  future  age : 

At  once  display  the  patriot-form  to  view, 

And  prove  the  skill  with  which  the  Painter  drew.  70 

Calcutta ,  March,  1812.  Atkinson. 


monody 


on  the 

DEATH  OF  THE  EARL  OF  MINTO. 

THUS  man  decays,  thus  earthly  visions  fade, 

And  life’s  bright  scenes  dissolve  in  empty  shade; 

Polygnotus  painted,  for  Greece,  the  detailed  achievements  of  his  countrymen. 
Pausanius  has  described  the  pictures.  It  would  well  become  the  liberality  and 
princely  grandeur  of  British  India,  to  set  on  foot  a  plan  so  gratifying  and  pa¬ 
triotic.  Every  man  who  is  proud  of  contemplating  examples  of  private  munifi¬ 
cence,  will  acknowledge  with  pleasure,  the  feeling  and  generosity  of  the  illus¬ 
trious  person  who  has  resolved,  at  his  own  expence,  to  erect  a  Monument  to 
the  memory  of  those  brave  officers  and  men,  who  fell  gloriously  in  the  conquest 
of  Bourbon,  Mauritius,  and  Java, 


c. 

«fc. 
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Day  after  day  the  mortal  chain  is  riven, 

No  stay  unfragile  but  the  hope  of  heaven. 

Yet  though  unceasing  is  the  fate  we  find. 

And  death  still  holds  the  mirror  to  the  mind. 
Scarcely  we  feel  the  universal  doom. 

Which  hurries  man  unthinking  to  the  tomb ; 

Till  friends  fall  off,  and  those  at  length  depart, 

Whom  fond  affection  binds  around  the  heart ; 

Then  bursts  the  sigh — the  tears  unbidden  flow. 

And  all  the  soul  is  desolate  with  woe. 

The  mournful  strain  now  echoing  from  the  shore, 
Breathes  the  sad  tale  that  Minto  is  no  more  ! 

How  oft,  ere  India  vanished  from  his  sight, 

Had  fancy  painted  scenes  of  proud  delight, 

WThen  native  bowers  should  open  to  his  view. 

And  age  be  solaced  ’midst  the  kindred  few ; 

There,  when  the  toils  of  public  life  were  o’er. 

Enjoy  the  calm  of  leisure  yet  in  store  ! 

Those  crags  which  raise  their  summits  to  the  sky. 
Still  loved,  still  seen  in  fancy’s  roving  eye. 

Were  wont  to  yield  to  his  untravelled  heart, 

/ 

That  rapturous  joy  which  scenes  of  home  impart; 
That  magic  charm  which  soothes  the  exile’s  woe, 
With  strongest  feeling  bade  his  bosom  glow ; 

Years  had  not  dimmed  the  prospect,  but  more  bright. 
The  well-known  woodlands  struck  his  mental  sight; 
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The  copse,  the  dell,  and  all  which  childhood  knew. 

In  fair  array  his  kindled  memory  drew.  30 

Full  of  the  thought,  how  oft  his  eye  retraced, 

The  pictured  rock  by  foliage  dark  embraced  3 
And  fondly  marked  the  rugged  path  which  led. 

To  Barnhill’s  rude  traditionary  bed  3 

These  to  survey  near  Tiviot’s  wandering  tide,  35 

Compassed  by  friends  had  been  his  dearest  pride : 

But  Heaven  forbade,  relentless  to  destroy. 

And  snatched  away  the  boon  of  promised  joy. 

Now  all  is  past  3  in  vain  he  sought  to  close, 

A  well-spent  life  in  dignified  repose  3  40 

Fled  is  that  soul  where  honor  sate  enthroned. 

Inspired  with  thought  which  every  virtue  owned  3 

Line  32. — The  pictured  rock.~\  This  was  a  view  of  Minto  Crags,  painted  by 
the  author,  which  his  Lordship  always  contemplated  with  delight.  Walter 
Scott,  in  the  Lay  of  the  last  Minstrel ,  has  thus  described  the  subject  of  the 
picture. 

“  On  Minto  Crags  the  moon -beams  glint, 

**  Where  Barnhill  hewed  his  bed  of  flint; 

“  Who  flung  his  outlawed  arms  to  rest, 

“  Where  falcons  hang  their  giddy  nest, 

“  ’Mid  cliffs,  from  whence  his  eagle  eye, 

“  For  many  a  league  his  prey  could  spy.” 

To  these  lines  the  following  note  is  prefixed.  “  A  romantic  assemblage  of 
“  cliffs,  which  rise  suddenly  baove  the  vale  of  Tiviot,  in  the  immediate  vicinity 
“  of  the  family  seat,  from  which  Lord  Minto  takes  his  title.  A  small  plat- 
“  form,  on  a  projecting  crag,  commanding  a  most  beautiful  prospect,  is  termed 
“  Barnhill's  bed.  This  Barnhill  is  said  to  have  been  a  robber,  and  an  outlaw. 
««  There  are  remains  of  a  strong  tower  beneath  the  rocks,  where  he  is  supposed 
“  to  have  dwelt,  and  from  which  he  is  said  to  have  derived  his  name.” 

Line  37. — But  Heaven  forbade .]  Lord  Minto  died  suddenly,  on  the  21st  of 
June  1814,  at  Stevenage,  about  a  month  after  his  return  to  England  from  India. 
He  was  on  his  way  to  Scotland,  and  had  left  London  in  a  bad  state  of  health. 
In  the  course  of  his  illness,  he  had  no  presentiment  of  approaching  dissolution, 
and  seemed  only  anxious  to  proceed  on  his  journey  and  to  reach  Minto  as  early 
as  possible. 
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Firm,  wise,  and  just  $  with  patriot-zeal  imprest. 

His  country’s  glory  ever  warmed  his  breast. 

Whence  sprung  that  high-wrought  energy  which  gave,  45 
The  glittering  spoils  of  Java  to  the  brave  ? 

And  placed,  unhurt  by  power,  another  gem. 

Richer  than  all,  in  England’s  diadem  ? 

Bold  and  intrepid  in  the  sacred  cause. 

He  nobly  gained  a  nation’s  just  applause !  50 


Yet  while  resplendent  shone  his  public  fame. 

The  gentler  virtues  more  endeared  his  name ; 

Mild,  though  exalted,  generous  and  serene. 

Pure  social  love  illumed  his  placid  mien  j 

The  lively  temper  still  unknown  to  strife,  55 

The  soft  enchantments  of  domestic  life. 

Cherished  by  him,  a  magic  influence  threw, 

O’er  all  the  circle  which  his  friendship  knew ; 

And  who  but  felt,  within  that  envied  range. 

His  heart  still  ardent,  still  unprone  to  change  ?  60 

A  Poet’s  mind,  endued  with  heavenly  fire. 

Marked  the  sweet  warblings  of  his  rustic  lyre  j 
The  Sage’s  grasp  of  intellect  supplied, 

A  firm,  resistless,  and  unerring  guide ; 

But  classic  Lore  in  modest  garb  arrayed,  65 

No  boast  in  him,  nor  idle  pomp  displayed. 

Line  52. — The  gentler  virtues .]  In  his  domestic  cirele  no  man  ever  displayed 
a  kinder  heart,  or  was  ever  more  affectionately  beloved. 

Line  61. — d  Poet’s  mind.]  Lord  Minto  is  the  author  of  a  number  of  beau¬ 
tiful  little  poems.  The  Minto  Vision,  descriptive  of  the  romantic  seat  of  his 
ancestors,  is  a  production  of  high  merit. 
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And  thou,  bright  structure,  sacred  to  the  brave. 
Glittering  with  pride  o’er  Gunga  s  rolling  wave. 

Long  as  thy  walls  of  Java’s  fate  shall  tell, 

How  many  heroes  crowned  with  glory  fell;  70 

E’en  when  thy  record,  faithless  to  its  trust. 

Sinks  with  decay  and  crumbles  in  the  dust. 

His  name,  revered  through  India’s  distant  clime. 

Shall  live,  triumphant  o’er  the  wrecks  of  time. 

Atkinson. 

Calcutta ,  December ,  1814. 


Thus  o’er  Malouna’ s  rocky  toivers , 

See  Ochterlony’s  genius  rise  ! 

His  daring  mind’s  resistless  powers 

Strike  gazing  nations  with  surprise . — P.  146. 

The  important  fortress  of  Maloun  is  situated  on  the  summit  of  a 
stupendous  rock ;  it  is  by  nature  almost  inaccessible,  and  fortified 
by  art.  It  was  defended  by  Umur  Singh  Thapa,  the  Commander 
in  Chief  of  the  forces  of  the  Goorkha  empire,  a  bold  and  enterprising 
character.  The  siege  of  such  a  fortress,  defended  by  so  renowned 
a  leader,  arrested  the  attention  of  surrounding  nations ;  and  the  ul¬ 
timate  success  of  the  British  General  excited  their  astonishment  and 
admiration. 

Line  67. — And  thou,  bright  structured]  The  Cenotaph  at  Barrackpore,  erect¬ 
ed  by  his  Lordship  to  the  memory  of  those  brave  officers  and  men  who  fell  at 
the  conquest  of  Bourbon,  Mauritius,  and  Java. 


( 
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The  siege  and  capture  of  “  this  cloud  -capt  tower/’  evinced  in  the 
conqueror,  the  inexhaustible  resources  of  a  mind  highly  cultivated  in 
the  science  of  war. 

,  f .  • 

Triumphant  through  the  storms  of  war, 

With  India’ s  praises  justly  crown’d, 
Britannia  hails  her  son  from  far, 

And  glory  sheds  her  beams  around . — P.  147* 

\ 

Previous  to  this  period,  the  political  horizon  of  India  was  over¬ 
clouded  with  gloom.  We  had  to  contend  with  an  enemy  whose 
fortitude,  perseverance,  and  activity  were  unlooked  for :  our  armies 
had  sustained  repeated  defeats,  with  the  loss  of  some  of  our  best 
commanders.  Such  was  the  disastrous  issue  of  the  first  campaign 
till  the  month  of  January  1815;  but  in  the  subsequent  military 
operations  of  the  first  and  second  campaigns,  the  towering  genius  of 
Sir  David  Ochterlony  overcame  every  obstacle ;  carried  him,  as  it 
were,  with  the  wings  of  a  mighty  eagle,  triumphantly  through  the 
war  $  and  crowned  him  with  glory. 


FINIS. 
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